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ou Lordſhip is not to 
l be inform'd of the great 
Reputation Monſieur Boi- 

L lea has, acquir'd by all his 
Works. They are eſteem'd 
* ſo nice in themfelves, that 
it has been thought by ſome as raſh an Attempt 
to tranflate this French Author, as for an Engliſt 
General to attack an Army of. theirs. The 
; late ſucceſſes of ſome Campaigns have ſuffici- 
: ently prov'd that their Heroes are not Invinci- 
be ble; and the happy Imitetions of ſome of their 

& beſt Pieces, that their Writers are not Incom- 
I parable, ' Notthat I'm ſo vain as to imagine the 
b . KS following 
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1 The Dedication. 
following Tranſlation deſerves to be mention d 
in the ſame Breath with ſome I cou'd name. 
But certain it is, the French Genius may be 
match'd (if not {urpaſs'd) in both, the Pen 
as well as the Sword; whatever exalted Notions 
to the Contrary ſome among us may have, who 
cou'd reliſh Slavery it ſelf, if it were but 
French. I do not intend any thing to the diſ- 
advantage of our Enemy's Wit and Know- 
ledge, but only to put the Matter in a way of 
iſſue, and let the Country try ir. I.have en- 
deavour'd, with the Aſſiſtance of my Friends, 
to do Monſieur Boileau all poſſible Juſtice in 


this celebrated Piece of his, the LUTRIN.I | | 
hope 1 have us'd him with that Civility Which a 
2 to one of the firſt Figure in the Com- ; . 
monwealth of Learning: I was going to ſay, * | 1 
with that Generoſity our n ee 1 
at Litchfield and Nottingham. ps 2 t 
But, my Lord, if it really be fo bold an 5 
Undertaking to tranſlate the LUTRIN, it 
id unpardonably worſe to offer it to your Lord- 2 Y 

ſhip, whoſe Penetration is equal to your Noble 
Birth;, and.yet both yield to the Prevalence of I 
your good Temper : which with a like In- © 
ls Qulgence,, receives the Homageof all ons = 5 
Vpon this Foundation I prefum'd to ſet your n 
Lordſhip's. Name on the Frontiſpiece of this 
Work; to be to it, hat you, are to your 2 


Country, its Ornament and Protection. 
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The Dedication. 5 
If ever your Lordſhip ſhall alienate ſo much 
of your Time from the Public Good, as to read 


this Poem; you will find in it very great, but 
neceſſary Variations from the Original, whether 
for the better or the worſe, I ſubmit to you, 


from whoſe Judgment there is no Appeal. 
Nothing ks and deadens the Fancy more, 
than a too ſuperſtitious Reſpect for the Origi- 
nal, eſpecially in Poetry: It is commonly the 
Cauſe that an idolatrous Tranſlation (as La 


Motte calls ſueh a one) endeavouring too ex- 


actly to render all the Beauties of his Author, 
gives you in truth never a one. Every minute 
Eircumſtanee of a-, Thought cannot be pre- 
lerv*d with any tolerable Grace, nor indeed is 
it neceſſary; provided the Tranſlator makes a- 
mends for his Neglect of what is leſs impor- 
tant, by N and if poſſible by refining 
upon Eſſentials: which is better done by ſtudy- 
ing the Genius, and copying the Tour and Ain 
of an Author, than in adhering to a ſcrupulous 
Detail of Phraſes, ever flat and diſagreeable. 
Thus a Tranſlation may be Excellent, and hy, 
this an equitable Reader may judge of its Me- 
rit. A Picture is but the Tranſlation of a. 
Face; yet it Apelles or Lyfppas ſhall attempt 
an Alexander, Poſterity will pay an equal Ve- 
neration to the Arti and the Her. 
Tranſlation, in general, beſides its uſefu 
Communicative Character to recommend it, and 
other Arguments that may be brought in its: 
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6 _ The Dedication: 
behalf, comes back d with what moſt Arts and! 


Sciences pretend to, "Antiquity. ] 
Did not Terence divert the Romanus with the 


original Comedies of the Creek Menander, 


turn'd into Latin, which ſerves as a Standard at 


this Day ? And by what remains of Alctus 


and ſome other Lyricks, tis evident how much 
Horace himſelf was oblig'd to the Greeks, not 
by copying the Meaſure of their Numbers, 
but by imitating the expreſs Senſe of the Au- 


thors. To bring it nigher home: We at this 


Day read Ben. Fohnſon's' Catiline, and other 


Plays of his, with Pleafure; yet thoſe Who 
converſe with Tally, know who furniſh'd him 


with his Rhetorick. 


I expect. the Criticks will fall upon me for 
writing in this manner to your Lordſhip, as if 
] was giving you a Leſſon inftead of a Dedicati- 


on. I muſt confeſs it looks ſomething like it. 


Bur I rather chuſe to repeat to your Lordſhip 


what you already: know, than give a Catalogue 


of your Perfections and Excellencies, which | 


all the World knows. 


- Monſieur Boileau calls this Poem of his 
Heroj-Comique, Mock-Heroick; that is, a 
ridiculous Action made conſiderable in Heroick 


Vel. 


If I diſtinguiſh right, there are two ſorts of 
Burleſque : The firſt; where Things of mean 
Figure and flight Concern appear in all the 
deomp and Buſtle of an Epick Poem; ſuch is 
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The Dedication. 64 
this of the LUTRIN. The ſecond fort is 
where great Events are made ridiculous by the 
Meanneſs of the Character, and the Oddneſs 
of the Numbers; ſuch! is the Hudibras of our 
excellent Butler. 

Boileau, like Torace,- was born equally for 
Satire and for Praiſe. The LVTRXI N par- 
takes of both. Thie Sarirical Part, as tis ve- 
ry ſevere upon thoſe of his own Church, ſol - 
hope it is 3 to the Romiſo Clergy Wy 
and none other. 

As for the Panegyrick fo frequent i in it, l. 
know not why they ſhould not as well become 
the Queen of France as the French King; the 
Prince of Mindelheim, as the Prince of Conde; 
and the Arricus of Dr. Garth, as the . of 

Boileau. 
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I am your Lordſhip's moſt Obediens 2} 


a F 


aud moſt Humble Servant, 


Jo H N Oz E LL. 
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And this Tranſlation _ 


To Mr. * * N K *: 


E Criticizing other peoples Works, eſpeci- 
ally living and late Authors, were not a- 
Task that I am by no means inclin'd to ;.. 

I ſhould have ſooner anſwer d your Deſire, 

and told you what I thought of Monſieur Boi- 

leau's Lutrin, and the Tranſlation of it into 

MDT Engliſh 
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and this Tranſlation. 9 


Eugliſb Verſe; which you did me the Favour 
to ſend me in Writing © 
M. Boileau and his Works, eſpecially 
this of his Lutrin, are of ſo great a Name 
in the World, that I think it a pretty bold 
Attempt to endeavour: to tranflite him; not 
but that muſt confeſs, L know but few 
Hands cou'd have ſucceeded better than this 
Gentleman has done. | 
- Amongſt that little that I have read of the 
French Poetry, Monſieur Boileaw ſeems to 
me without Compariſon to have had the fineſt 
and the trueſt Taſte of the beſt Authors of 
Antiquity ; his violent Paſſion for em, and 
=1 | famous Diſputes in their behalf, are too well 
7 Known to be told over again now. It is very 
certain, that he had em ſo perpetually in his 
Eye, that he form'd moſt. of his Poetical 
Writings ſo cloſely after their Models, that - 
in many of em, eſpecially his Satires, he can 
hardly pretend to the Honour of any thing 
more, than having barely tranſlãted them well; 
| and I am apt to believe, that if the Deſign of 
the Lutrin be intirely his own, and Modern, 
id is becaufe there was nothing in the Antient 
Poetry of this kind for him to draw after. 
However, it is very plain that, even in this, 
Virgil has been of great ufe to him, and ſup- 
yd him with ſome of his fineſt Images. 
o mention one Particular only, every body 
may ſee, that his Fury who ſets the good. 
N People. 


10 Some Account of Boliean; 
People at Paris together by the ears, is 4. 


* * an) * — 
F = Ta 
5 


manifeſt Copy of Alecto in the ſeventh 


./Eneid; or indeed is. rather taken from Juno 
and Alecto together, as both contriving 
and executing the. Miſchief her ſelf... I won't 


pretend to give you a Critical Account of 
this Kind of Mock. Heroick Poetry, if it can 
be call'd a Kind, that is ſo New in the World, 
and of which we have had ſo few -Inftances.. 


L call it New, becauſe I take * La Secchia 


Rapita of Taſſoni to be the firſt of this ſort 


that was ever written, -or-at leaſt that ever I 
and Alice, I take that only to be a Tale or Fa- 


—— v_ 


ALasbecabia Rapita:: Doe Rape of the Bucket days Mir. 
Dryden in his Pretace to Fuvenal, is an Italian Sative 
of. the Varronian kind: The Words are ſtately, the 


Numbers ſmooth, the Turn both of Thoughts and |! 
Words. is. happy. The firſt fix Lines of the Stanza 
ſeem Majeſtical and Severe; butthe two laſt turn them 
all into a pleaſant Ridicule. Baileau has modellb'd from 


hence his famous Latrin. Thus far Mr. Dryden. 
To which we ſhall add, that Taſſoni in the Firſt Edi- 


tion call'd it anly La Secchia; but in the future Editions 
was added the word Rapita : not only becauſe it 


waz ſutable to the Subject, but becauſe it was fo greedi- 


Iy bought up, that People did as it were raviſh them 
trom each other, ſays Burgiotti in his Preface to Ant. 


Barberini, Nephew to Pope Urban VII. 55 


The learned Leo Allatius, in his Apium Urbanarum 


Recenſio, {ays of the (aid Poem; Lepidiſimum poerna, 


- 


Mr, 'Oxzell, and Sold by Mr. Carli. : 


En ac in multis locis editum. It is latlely Engliſh'd 


ble, 


— > — 


and this Tranſlation. 11 

* dle, like thoſe of Æſop, amongſt which it is 
1 to be found; and ought rather to be rank'd-- 
0 among the Writings of the Mythologiſts, than 
g fthoſe of the Poets. Whatever Name or Title 
't: MF theCriticks may be pleas d to dignify or diſ- 
of: tinguiſh this ſort of Writing with, I am 
n- FF ſureit has had the good Fortune to be very well 
1, receiv'd: The Reputation of the Lutrin in 
So. France, and the Diſpenſary in England, are 
ia two of the beſt modern Ne Succeſs 
rt in Poetry that can be given. 


=: And ſince I have mention'd thoſe two 
Poems together, it may not be improper to 
da- obſerve, that in the latter of em, tho wrie - - 


upon a very different Subject, there are ſome - . 
Paſſages that are plainly Imitations, or indeed 
Mr. even Tranſlations of the former Thoſe'who - 
tire will take the trouble to compare em, now 
¶ they are both in one Language, will be beſt 
able to judge how near the Tranſlator of the 
Lutrin comes to the Beauties which all the 
World has ſo juſtly admir'd in Dr. Garth. 

I won't venture to ſay this Tranſlation is 


51 the moſt correct and finiſh'd Piece of its kind 
iſe it that we have ; but I believe moſt People will ; 
ecdi- allows, that the Author of it is perfectly Maſt. 
. er of Boileau, and in ſome Places has even im 


prov'd him: To mention that only of, 


Dans le Reduit obſcar, &c. : f. E. 


oe ma, 1 TD | - | 
mY Drep in the Covert of a dar CA. _ 
ble, And. 


| 3 
,- 


e Some Acronnt of Boilcau, 


And ſo on for a dozen Verſes ;- where I think 
the Eng 
the French. . 

The general Turn of his Verſe is agreeable, 
his Diction Poetical, and very proper to the 
Subject; and whatever Faults there may be, 
they are merely verbal, and may very well be 
receiv d under that good- natur d Allowance 
which Horace makes for thoſe a 


4. ant incuria fudit, 
At humana parum cavit Naturae- 


That which indeed to me ſeenis Hoſt liable 
to an Exception, is, thzt the Gentleman has 
taken the Liberty in ſome Placegto depart from 
his Author, and to ſubſtitute other Perſons 


and Things in the room of thoſe which he has 
left out or chang'd; and that while he ſtill 
retains the Original Story, and keeps the Scene 
at Paris, he makes uſe of the Names of Men 
and Books in England, unknown to and un- 
thought of by Monſieur Boileau: And parti- 
cularly in the Battle: of the Books. where he 

makes ute of ſome French and ſome Engliſh. 1 
could have wiſh'd indeed, they had all belong'd 
to one Nation: Por tho' the Satire upon eur 
own Countrymen is very juſt and entertaining, 
yet I muſt always think the Poem would have 
I8ok'd more of a piece, if the Names had been 


as they are in the Original; or that elſe re- 
a | moving: 


liſh at leaſt Equal, it not Superior to 


I 
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..» moving the Action and Scene entirely into 
ink England, the Names of Perſons, Places, CFC, 
to ¶ had been all Eng liſu, and ſo the whole had been 
rather an Imitation than a Tranſlation of Mon- 
ble, ſieur Boilean, © 8 | Tora 
After all, J am ſenſible that it may be eaſily 
* enough reply'd in defence of the Tranſlation, 
l That as it is int ended for Exgliſp Readers, and 
more eſpecially for thoſe who don't underſtand. 
French, ſo a long Bead- roll of dull French Au- 
thors, Who are grown into ſuch Contempt, 
that they are hardly read, or ever known in 
their own Country, would be but an odd En- 
u tertainment to People here, who never heard 
iable Hof em before. Beſides, it muſt be allow'd, 
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has N chat one may very eaſily apprehend the Pleaſan- 
tan try of thESarirem the Original, by the Tran- 
pa ſlator's muſtering up a Ser of Eugliſb Authors 
| 


of equabdegree, and like kind of Dulnefs with 


TO thoſe mention'dby Monſieur Boileau. 

cene As for the Objection of his having chang'd 
Men the Perſons, I believe a Subject of Great-Bri- 
un- WL: may be very eafily forgiven, if the Love 
Parti- of his Country, and the juſt Honour which 
re he e has for his Sovereign, led him to apply thoſe 
b. = zudſome Compliments to the Queen, which 
dag d he Author makes to the King of France in 
n Our Wome of the Canto's, and in others that of the 
ning? prince of Conde to the Duke of Marlborough. 
have ¶ It is not the firſt time that Juſtice has diveſ- 
7e ed that Monarch of Honours which he had 


lo ng 


oving: | 3 


— 


only that his Grace has been adorn'd with the 


any, ought not to be taken notice of, for the 


ty to ſay hat J have ſaid of it, if it had not 
been to give you a Proof of an exact Sinceri- 


ty in every Thing where you ask my real Opi- 


14 Some Account of Boileau, &c. 
long aſſum'd to himſelf, to place em more 
worthily upon her Majeſty: Nor is. it now 


Spoils of a French General. The Praiſe is, I 
am ſure, at leaſt as highly deſerv'd, and as juſt- 
ly given by the Engliſh as the French Poet. 
And indeed I think the whole Tranſlation to 
be ſo well done in the main, and fo-entertain- WM 
ings that w hat little Faults are in it, if there are 


ſake of the Beauties. Nor had I taken the liber- 
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ls eg ERE in vain ne to dew that the fl 
Townes Poem was occaſion; d by a per- 
zarrel that happen d in one of 0” - 
moſt celebrated x Churches of Paris, ben 
een the Treaſurer of the Relicks, and the Ma- 
ter of the Choir; otherwiſe call d the Prelate 
dthe Chanter. Le latter it ſtems being aMas 
fa forward e madeſomeSteps ' 


5 


(1 e ee e Privileges ; 
7 ; 
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1 x Call'd la tne Chaz pelle, 


> 


: . e a wo _ 
- k ct AID — FEE 
S 8 22 2 * 
ä — 


16 NM. Boileau's Preface. 


f the former 5 which he #0t brooking, and being 
reſolv d to humble him, bethought himſelf « 
ſetting up in the Choir a ſort of 4 Reading Bel. 


Chanter's Sears: and ſo-block, bim p.! T 


inuihis Triſte upon 4 kind of jocular Challenge 


ſelf a great deal of wrong, to let ſlip this Oppor- 


* a. * 


(LUITRIN) pon the very Overture of the 


Fatt is true, und that's all. The reſt is mere 


Fiction from the Beginning to the End ; and all 
the Actors in it are not onlyinvented, but induſtri- 
_ ouſly drawn quite oppoſite to the true Character 


* 


of the Miniſters of that Church. who for the 
moſt part, eſpecially the Canons, are Men of 


great Virtue and as much Wit. There's one a- 


have upon my Performances, as of a great many 


Gentlemen of the Academy. *Tis not therefore | 

ro be wonder d, that no body took” Offence, at this 

Poem, ſince in truth no body is attack'd by it. 18 © 

Spendthrift ix not rronbled to ſee a Miſer expos'd; | & 

nor does a religious Perſon reſent the ridiculing of | 
| - => 41 | Re 

4 Rake, I ſhall not mention how I was engagd | 


1 
0 
2 
mongſt em, whoſe Opinion { would as willingly 2 
rl 
2 


made me by the late Monſieur Lamoignon, whons 
Tpaint under the Name of Ariſtus. A particu- 
lar Narration of this Matter, does not ſeem to 
be at all neceſſary. But I ſhould thin I did my 


runity .of informing thoſe who are ignorant of it, 
how much was Honour d with that great Mans 
Friendſhip, during bis Life. I began go be known 
to him at the time when my Satires made the great- 
et Noiſe ;- ana the obliging Acceſs he gave me 

a 1 g et | , . into 
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M. Boileau's Preface. 17 
1 into: bis illuſtrious Family, was a very advanta- 
geous Apology in my Behalf, againſt thoſe ho mere 
5 be alt to 2 — 0 3 and ill Mo- 
The ral. He was a Man vf an amazing Knowledge, 
= al and a paſſionate Admirer of all the good Books of 
"1 6 Antiquity ; and this was what made my Horks 
a.:  7he moretolerable to him, fancying he perceiv'd in 
5 em ſome Taſte of the e . His Piety was 
IT unfeign'd, and yet had nothing in it that was ſtiff 
85 ; or troubleſome. He was not at all frighten'd at 
«Y the Title of my Works,” Satires, where in truth 
ws he found only Verſes and Authors ep . He 
ugly as pleas'd often to commend me for having purg d. 
this ſort of Poetry from that Obſcenity aud Futh, 
which till then, had been as it were peculiar 16 
it. Thus ] had the good Fortune. not to be diſa- 
greeable to him. He let me into all his Pleaſures 
and Diverſions, that is to ſay, his Studies and _ 
Retirememts. Ve favour d me ſometimes even” 
with his ſtricteſt Confidence, and open d to me the 
inmoſt Receſſes of his Soul. And what. did not 
J ſee there! What a ſurprizing Treaſure of Pro- 


THC” i bity and Juſtice ! N hat an inexhanſtible Fund of 
ſeem to Piety and Zeal | Tho the outward. Luſtre of his. 
dia 19) iN Virtus was exceeding- great, it was infinitely. 
175 brighter Within; and as visible how carefully 

39 


he temper d the Rays of it, not to wound the Eyes 


Mans of an Age ſo corrupt as ours. I was fincerely 
un french with ſo many admirable Qualities ; and as 
4 om he always diſcover d a great deal of Kindneſs for 
ave | . | 

e, /ol ever return' d it with the roz vo- 
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18 NI. Boileau's Preface. = 
tion for him. The Neſpects I paid him, auere no 


mixt with any mercenary Leven of Self- Intereſt; 
and I made it more my Buſmeſs to profit by his 


at the Time hen this Friendſhip was in its high- 


eſt Point of Perfeclion; and the Remembrance 
of. ſo great a Loſs. affiitts. me daily. Why muſt | 
thoſe who are ſo worthy to live, be ſo. ſoon ſuateh d 


from the World, whilſt the Worthleſs and Unde- 


ſerving are crows d with Length of Days? T- 


ſhall ſay no more upon ſo ſad a Subject, left I wet . 


with 7 ears the Preface of a Wark purely jocular. 
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N. RMSand the PRIEST I ſing; whoſe. Mat- ä 
tial Soul 
No Labour cou'd abate, nor Fear con- N 
troulʒ 
SLY Active it urg'd his Ouran Man to dare... 
The v. various Hazards of a Pious War, - 
Nor did th' Immortal Prelate's Rage 1 9 :. 
Till Victory had crown'd his hardy Toil; 
Till bis gay Eyes ſparkling wih fluid Nee, „ 
Beheld the Desk reflouriſh in the Choĩr. 
In vain the Chanter and the Chapter ſtrove; 
Twice they eſſay d the fatal Desk to move: 4 
| As oft the Prelate, with unweary'd Pain, 
3 Fix· d it OLE proud Rival's Seatagain, | 


— 


6 


* This poem was written by the Author ; in #1677, > 4. 4 
SAW. __ then 88 Nine Tears old. 
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20 de Loraiw 

- MUSE, let the Holy Warriors Rage be ſung; = 
Why Sacred Minds Infernal Furies ſtung: 5 
What Spark inflam'd the zealous Rival's Heat, 

How Heavenly Breaſts with Human Paſlions beat ! 

AND thou, Illuſtrious * Hero, whoſe Command 4 

Aſſwag'd the Fire, whoſe ſalutary Hand 

With more than Æſculapian Art cou'd heal 

Tae Schiſm-ſi c Church, and ſtop the growing lil; 

Propitious o'er theſe ſacred Numbers A 

With thy bright Influence aid the great Deſi gn; 'F 
And as youdeign a willing Ear to lend, | 
Religiouſty th? important Tale attend. 


IDS T the ſoft Pleaſures of Fraternal Peace, 
Basking in Plenty and diſſolv'd in Eaſe, 
Paris her Antient Chappel long had ſeen 
Florid in Years, and in her Autumn green. 
Her luſty Canons roſy Beauties grace, 
And brilliant Health crimſons each ruddy Face: 
Fatten'd with holy InaQtivity, * 
Soft as their Furs deep ſunk in Down they lie; 
While there the ſacred Sluggards waſte the 8. 
In ſweet Repoſe By Deputy they pray. 
They only watch'd that they might oh Reſt. 
And never faſted, but to make a Feaſt. 
Unheakhy Martins wiſely they decline, 
And ſubſtitute a Fourneyman-Divine.. 6 SH 
\ When Diſcord roſe, a ſqualid guilty Shade,” 
Black as her Crimes, in fable Night array'd; 5 
/ Soft Peace with horror view'd the ghaſtly Spriche; | 
90 And trembling, fled her inauſpicious Sight. 0 
The livid Fury her dire Courſe had run, 
r rom Church to Church her Viſitation gone 


* —— * „* 
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EM. Lamoignon, Premier Preſident: 
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CANTO B 25 
Then at the noiſy Hall's litigious Bar HER 
She ſtopp'd, and ſmil'd to ſee the Gowned War; 
Pleas'd with her wond'rous Work awhile ſhe ſtood 
In Contemplation; and pronounc'd'it good. 
4 In countleſs Shoals her faithful * Normans flow; 
| Normans whoſe Breaſtsperpetual Tempeſts blow: 
Squadrons of Lawyers here, drive o'er the Plain, 
And Clientsthere, the dreadful Charge ſuſtain +-- 
The Lord, Clown, Senator, Fop, Bully, Cit, 
Mingling in one vexatious Jargon fight; 
Round Themis every Standard they diſplay, 
And in the Wordy Strite conſume the Day. 
The Fury raifingrhen-her baleful Head, . 
O'er the Pariſian Tow'rsher Venom hed ; - 
Unſhaken yet beholds one Church alone, 
But one, that peaceful durſt her Pow'r diſown. 
Sacred to pious Eaſe this Temple ſtood 
Unſhook by Tempeſts in araging Flood: 
3 Of all her numerous Siſters, only ſne- 
x Enjoy'd an undiſturb'd Tranquility. 1 
The Fiend, at ſight of this offenſive Peace, 
Grins horrible, ſhe howls, her Serpents hiſs; 
Then laſhing her thin Form, ſtrong Poiſon fills' 
Her Mouth, with Vengeance her lean Boſom ſwells: 
Her Eyes inSireamsof-livid Lightning glow, 
DiftraQion ſits malignant om her Brow: 
Have then, ſaid ſhe, (and as the Fury ſpoke; 5 
The trembling Windows jarr'd, the Houſes ſnook) 
Have my reſiſtleſs Fires theſe hundred Years 1 
Inflam'd the Carmelites, the Cordelier > 
Did hot the Celeſtines my Fury feel ? 
Coup great St. Auſtin's Order me repel? 
Have I involv'd in Feudsthe Miniſtry ? 


| Have I made Conyocations diſagree ?* © * 
— i . TE TIE 08 12d 1 
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Arid ſhall this Church alone rebellious dare 
Cheriſh eternal Peace, when I bid War? 
Aud am I Diſcord? Ther may Tumult-ceaſe, . 
If. I've no pow'r to blaſt her boaſted Peace: 

To hated Quiet let Mankind return, ; 
Nor on my facred Altars Incenſe burn. 

She ſaid, and ſtraight aſſum'd a Chanter Def Sz ; 
Such was her Shape, ſo formal in her Pace: 
Her warlike:V ifage rich in Rubies ſhines, 
Painted with the beſt Blood of | generous Vines.» 

Thus dreſs'd, ſhe to the ſleeping Prelate flies, 
In this diſſembled Form deceives his Eyes. 
Deep in the Covert of a dark Alcove, 
( Bora for the ita Gotlnabetlagand Bends”: 
| ADowny Couch is rais'd withwond'rous Wn 
At great Expence ſecur d from noxious Air: 
Curtains in double Folds around it run, 
And bar all Entrance of th'intruding Sun; 
Artfully rais'd to lull each ſofter Senſe, 
Devoted to the Goddeſs Indolence. | 
In idle Riot there ſhe keeps her Court, 
There airy Viſions, wanton Phantoms ſport;-.. 
Here negligently dreaming out the Day, 
Diſſolv'd in Eaſe che holy Sluggard lay, 


AN. aan. 


F strengthen d with an immoderate ans est bs 


The Glutton batten'd till the Dinner-Bell: 
Youth in its low'ry Bloom-withyernal - + rang 
' Shone in his Eyes, and brighten'd on hs Faces 
His Chin enormous, overſpreads his Cheſt, 
In three deep Folds deſcending on his Brraſt: 
There doꝛ d the leaden Lump of ſlumbring 3 | 


The Fury entring, faw the Table Able pread, 
In artful Order beer 4 
She recogniꝛ d the Church, and thus add reſs'd, ' 


With her deluſive Words, the lleeping Erisſt. 


Fhile the  preſs!d C Cuſhions groan 2 queens Weight 
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CANTO I. 233 
Prelate-ariſe, quit this inglorious Down, . 
Or the proud Chanter will thy Power difown : 
He ſings Oremus, he Proceſſions maxes, 
With his reſounding Voice the Chappel waer 4 
Without thy Leave thy Bleſſings he beftows, _ 
His Mouth with endleſs Benedictions flows. 
i Do'ſt thou then wait till this Invaders Hang 
Seizes thy Mitre, takes thy high Command? — 
Shake off theſe idle Bonds, or all you loſe; | 
Renounce thy Biſhopricł, or thy Repoſe. 
She ſpoke, and her infectious Breath inſpires - 
His troubled Boſom with contentious Firepe.- - 
The drouzy Prelate at her Words revives,” 
Confus'dand frighten'd; but his Bleſſing gives. 
1 As wounded by a Waſp, have I beheld 
Aſturdy Bull, Lord of the flow'ry Field; 
/ Unus'd to Pain till then, in amorous: Play 
He lov'd and eat, and wanton'd'out the Day:; 
But now, impatient, loves and feeds no more, 
The neighbouring Foreſts tremble at his Roar; 
With deep-fetch'd Bellowing the noble Beaſt 
Exbales his Spirits, and torments his Breaſt,” 
At the vile Inſect that diſturbs his Reſt, _ | 
So the gall'd Prelate's Rage no Balm can heal, 
The Servants firſt his riſing Fury fee; 
His Rage grows high, and kindling by Degrees, 
From his ſtung Boſom drives inactive Peace. 1 | 
He dreſſes, and; O Horror! makes a Vow, © 
Tho' Dinner waits, he to the Choir will go. 
Wiſe Gilotin his Chaplain vainly ſtrove,: 
W With ſage Advice, this raſh Reſolve to move 3 
. Counſef d, intreated, every Danger told; 
Phat then tua Noon, that Dinner wou'd be cold. 
What more than frantick Rageſ ſaid he) now reigns 2 


If What eee * round your Brains / 
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Support your Luſtre better, think at leaſt Then 
A rich laborious Prelate is a Jeſt: Each 
Let a full Meal this uſeleſs Rage N 5 : The 
Sharpen.yourAppetite, and blunt your Zeal 3 And t 
This is no Ember - Mee, the Church commands An 
NoFaſt; impoſe not then theſe rigid Bands, | He g1 
Great Sir, reſume your Senſes and your Food, Then 
Dinner heated twice wasnever good. Thus 
Thus Gilotin Then pointing; ſhew?d his Lord Ill. 
The ſmoaking Soup attending on the Board: Lou ſ 
The Prelate ſtruck with Reverence and Delight, By wl 
Stood ſilent, conquer d by the pleaſing Sight. Of a 
Victorious Pöttage ſt opt his eager Haſte; 1 To yc 
Soften'd his Rage, and broke his three Hours Faſt... All th 
Yet inward Fury, ſtruggling with his Meat, Ando 
Oppos'd the Paſſage ot each luſcious Bit. | Behol 
Good Gilotin expreſs'd in Groans his Care. Muſt ! 
And politickly ſpreads the growing Fear... | A Sac 
His Partixans the dreadful Neat, 6 Will; 
And feeling own aſympathetick Grief; Nanny 
In numerous Troops to their-lov'd — fly, - (This 
And bravelyſwear to conquer or to dis. A Dei 
Thus * when the fierce Pigmean Army crouds - Yes, | 
The Banks of + Heber, or || Strimonian Floods ; © And ii 
The haughty Cranes round their known Leader ſwarms He da 


And their igxincible! Battalions form. 
— with the Sight, the Prelate roll'd his Eyes, 18 
Oonfeſs d his newborn Joy, and ſtrove to riſes... 
His Colour grows again, his Voice receives 
Its antient Tone, and the whole Man revives. 
The luſty Gammon reaſſumes its Place. 


He (cans and biaſes every n Face, — 
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1 > Homer. Thad. iii. v. 6. 
1. River of Old Thrace. 4 F 
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C4N TO I. | 
Then to the general Health a Goblerſwills; © + © +4 
Each Man the great Example takes and fills: ? 
The * Zrujſebled pure Vermilion Nectar round, 


And the Peſert their Entertainment crowd, 4 
And now the Orator pre pares to ſpeaks | 05 
He groans as if his mighty Heart would break, 
Then in a Voice to his Misfortunes bent. A 
Thus in a proper Tone began his Plaint. 
Illuſtrious Partners of my long Fatigue, bel 


You ſole Supporters of my pious Leagues 
By whoſe Aſſiſtance I at laſt am made 


Of a mad Chapter the exalted Heads i #7 

To your inceſſant Services oom tss 
OY All the rich Honours that emboſs my Gown; +6391 \ 
And can you unconcern'd with equal Eyes, d3 Bullet ) 


Behold my Rival, and-confirm his Joys? 2 Kinds 
Muſt I, the Creature of your Wiſdom, fall- 11 


AsSacrifice to that proud chanting Baal? 
Will you my Cauſe, and your own eee ank 
Can you and angry Heaven ſtand neuter bye 1027 


(This Morn a ſacred Viſion I beheldꝰi dan n oh 
A Deity theſe fatal Truths reveal'd bir 20925 my ph 8 
Yes, he bas ſeiz d the Fruits of all my Toil, — 
And inſolently glories in the Spoilil r 1 
arm, He daily bleſſes the unhallow d Croud 54 il 947 
Pronounces Benedicat Nos aloud. Ty 148 Va 27 une mn 1 
s., Horror on Horror! who can ſpeał che reft'Þ: 190 - i 
Turns my on pointed Weapons on my Breaſts!” * 0 4 
Here Tears and Sighs his faltring N break; 2 4 
His Tears and Sighs too eloquently pe: Ty T . 7 
Redoubled Sobs ſtopt the reſpiting Brea 
His Viſage darken d, open ſtrove: ty ane Iu 50 
„ ente make in 18 nl 
717 LE 83 


on” * 4 cum vi 401 towh ho _ Nenn T J 
le 33 G1 0 191 ye x 
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26 The L ur RAIN. 5 
Zut Gilotin the fierce Attack withſtood, | | 


And a full Bowl repell'd the riſing Blood. . 
When Sidrac came, Age lengthen'd out his Way. s. ' 
(A Crutch.confirms his languid LimbsDecay) | ory 
Four Ages in this peaceful Choir he told; And 
Knew Men and Manners well, was wiſe and bold; With 
And this rare Knowledge did his Merit raiſe, Andt 
From Sexton to the Veſiry-Keeper's Place. Tf 105 
He ſaw the ſinking Prelate, gueſs'd his Grief, Our g 
And with paternal Care brought ſwift Relief. Adio 
Then thus the Reverend Sire Prelaterevives Thee 
To the dull Charter uſeleſs Sorrow give: Then 
Ariſe, reſume thy Spirits, and thy Power; 250 
ou 


I will thy injur'd Empire's Rights reſtore: 
Collect thy Judgment,” and atendwidiCare 3 Let y 
What Heaven and heavenly Powers inſpire me, hear | Let a 

| Where now that ſupercilious Chanter rears 
His harden d Front, that Source of all thy Cares, 9 At Pa 
In antient Days a well-known Des of Wood. Be ob 


Fram'd of: unequal Structure, firmlyſtood; - Be ad 
At th' end o th* Clidir, on thy left Hand was nen. This 
And its large Sides a ſpacious Shadow caſt. From 
Behind this Work the humble Chanter ſat And i. 
In an obſcure Inviſible Retreats hen 
When, like the Sun, unrival'd and alone et; 
Attracting every Eye, the Prelate ſnonamam Bleſs i 
Whether ſome Damon; tothe Deck a MH With! 
Or Nightly: Force combinid ere 1741 Thi 
Or was it Deſtiny, s unerring Hand Kr 4 And e 
That pre- ordain d it ſhould no longer ſtands 2 rher 
One fatal Morning with ſurprizing Noiſe, 2 eee 
The great Machirs fell don before our Eyes: Let ih 
In yain we at the angry Heay'nsrepin'd ; Of th 


Pede to the VeſtryirourSiphrconfin'd; z Face 
There thirty Winters hid trom open Ner- echt 


* in ignoble Duſt is lay. 8 


Hes, 298 


age E ANT 0 1. 
| Near, Prelate, then When nightly Miſts ariſe, 
And veil in dim Suffuſion prying Eyes, 


Let three elected from this friendly Reut, 
And favour'd by the growing Night, ſteal out; 
With ready Zeal the broken Ma's rejoin, 
And to its priſtine Seat the Deck confine. 
Tf in the Morn the Chanter dares deſtroy 
Our glorious Work, and damp the general Joy, 
Actions on Actions, Suits on Suits ſhall tell 
The Church's Spirit; and her Servants Teal. 
Then authoriz'd by Reav'n you may engage; 
Thisis a War worthy a Prelate's Rage: | 
Wou'd youto Pray/r alone that Heart confine? Ke 
Let your great Soul in ardent Action ſhinez _ 
Let a dull Country Viear be content | 
Wich along Life in lazy Preaching ſpent: 
At Paris, Sir, you flouriſn Then 8 
Ie ſobſtinate, vexatious, rouze to War; 
4 6. Be active, reſtleſs, vigilant and proud: A. 
d, This raiſes you abovetheyulgar Creud; 
From common Crape diſcriminates - Ig 25 
And is a Prelate's Charter on Record: 
hen throw your Benedickions boldly round, 
let every Place your Benedictions ſound. 
I Bleis in che Chunter't Sight, and never 8 | 
. 1 | With upliftPalms the very Chanter bleſss. 
1 This warm Oration the Aſſe mbly fir d, 


And every Soul with God. like Rage inſpir 4 ; fit 


The Prelate with uncommon Ardour mov d. 
In a loud Out- cry Siara“ Speech approv'd, . 
let then (ſaid he) a careful Choice be made 

Ot three, three worthy this Deſign to head. 


s pleads his Merit to the great Command 


EY IE this illuſtrious Band. 
4 * Tous 5 Wu to ane [1 
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Let Deſtiny, the Prefate chen reply'd," 7 — ; 


Let Fortune by deciſive Lots provide. ih tu ho DEA Al 

They write ; each hopes his own immortal Name Each 

Will riſs the foremoſt in this Scroll of Fame. ah ” 0 

Twice fifteen Names into {mall Billets made; * 9 1 Whe 
bo Arein a Cap's round ſinuousBortomlaid 3 |! And 
I And that no Fraud may their great Hopes deſtroy. Such 
' Of a juſt Choice, they call a fi inging Boy: Then 
A Young William ſtraight the great Deſign attends Glou 
if - Bluſhing, his artleſs Novice-Hand he lend. Thy 
g The Prelate with his naked Hands and Eyes: And e 
l Thrice bleſſes all the. Tickets; ſtirs em thrice : Boldl 
'Y The Infant draws: Firſt Brontin's Name appears. As of 
1 They all approve the Lot with due Regard; 10 Fat 
9 The Prelate hop'd a lucky Augur7. With, 
1 And ſmiling wiſb'd the happy Brontin Joy. Th' 
* When inſtantly the Name, that glorious Wee 1 They 


+ Lamour was drawn, belov'd by Gods and Fame Leavi 
The beauteous Barber, whoſe,long ene Bas; . 
Curd o'er his Shoulders, as Adonis fair; 20 wp 5 7 And la 
Nor was bright yt herea s lovely Box 5 35.112 661 | 
More the ſoft Goddeſs's Delight and Joy Th VE 
Than he of {| Barberiſſa; much ſhe loy'd, + | 1 
Much he, and each the others ends, 97 

For they were chain'd three Years by Lovealone; 1: 
Before they clapp'd the Marriage · Sackles on. 4 Ui 1 1 | 
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His cringing Neighbours ſervilely ſubmit. 16 | 

W To this Faftidious Hero of the Street; oe 605 73 7 od , ho f. 

= While his hot Courage flaſnes er his Face, 43 Tray'li 
4 And in his om RA en „ene, 
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We 7 7 not , relle 
* Homer, ian, vii, - v. A 2997 9:30 Wy 
+ Moliere has drawn the 5 50 A this An in his und to 
Medecin malgre lui, (ar the ind of the i Scene.) He 260k er A 
Hints from Mr. Boileau relating to this Barber. ne fir 
La Perruquiere, in Boileau the Barbers Wife. * 
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One undetermin'd Lot did yet remain; 
The Prelate mingles, ſhakes em well again. 

All croud and watch the Draught with eager Haſte, | 
Fach hopes his own great Name may be the laſt, 
nf Oh Boirude! how ſhall I thy Joys relate, 

1 * When in the Prelate's Eyes thou read'ſt thy Fate, 
And ſaw in them thy faithful Name appear? . 
uch Tranſports, Mighty Sexton, whocou'd bear? 
Then thy pale Face, which never bluſh'd before, 
Glou d into ſanguine, and was purpled oer; 
Thy Gouty Limbs reſumid their youthful Heat, 
And every Pulſewith Martial Ardour beat. 
Boldly thy feeble Corpſe attempted thriee, 

As oft, alas! in vain eſſay d to riſe. 


[I % 
a »JY 


Fate has determin'd; and the joyful Croud;/ 
With dreadful Shouts, confirm that Choice aloud. 
Th Aſſembly tiſes, with applauding Noiſe 
They ſlide away, aud murmur out their Joys, WE - 


Till a full Suppericalm'dhismoody.Breaft, 


Leaving the Prelate with Fatigue oppreſſ dd n 
And laid his 1 L e to reſt. 


18 
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EAN time the Monſter of Gigantick Size, (Eyes; 


11 
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. N | | Hung round with opening Mouths and waking f 1 
N bo far and wide tells what ſhe hears, and more: 4 
„rav'ling from Clime to Clime, from Shore to Shore: ; 
Fame, nimble Meſlenger,. prepares to dart 1 

A wosctal Dread on Barberiſſa's Heart: 

„ „ rells how her Lord, by a fond Fancy led, 

,-r,, That Night determin d to forſake her Bed, 

woe | WAnd to erect the Desk. Amaz'd to hear, 


8 ne 8 hood l froze with Fears | 
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30 Pie Lvor ir x. 
At laſt, confeſſing Anger and Surprize, 


With Hair diſheyel'd, and with e pres; 
Her Wrath no longer able to conceal,” Ln 


She thus upbraided his officious n 


* And would'ſt thou hide this Mif chief ol ann 

And can no ſacred Vows, nor Duty bind? | 
Dar'ſt thou then, Traytor, ſo perfidious ns 

To plighted Faith, and Hymeneal Love? 

Are all th' Indearments of a wedded Life, 

The ſoft Embraces of a tender Wife 

(A Wife, alas! juſt ready to expire) | 

Too weak to conquer one unkind Deſire? 

Falſe Man, wert thou oblig'd to wear away 

The tedious Hours from Eve to dawning * n dc 
With well-form'd Curls, or with diſſembled Hair, 5 


The Beau to furniſh, or adorn the Fair 


Icou'd, perhaps, without Regret or Pain, 

The want of due Benevolence ſuſtain 

Thy Abſence ſweetned with the Hopes of Gain. 
But thus to leave your Partner inthe Lurch, 


With a mad Zeal in fayour of a Church! 10 #44 £ \ 


Stay, cruel Man! Ah! t whither do you run? 7 

Why the Companion of your Pleaſures ſnun? 

Have you forgot ſo ſoon?. and can youſee 

Theſe flowing Streams, and not be touch'd, like wer 
By all our Kiſſes, by our ſofter Nights, "> 
And melting Sweets of conjugal On, 


We 
If ever moy'd with Barberiſſa's Charms, 0 | P. 5 
You took the eaſy Victim to your Arm 1 


If by no previous Promiſes betray d. 
Ere join'd by Prieſt, Ifella ng Maid "R 


1 —— 1 » CY ** N 1 43. hs ds ths 


ks vi FF Foe, etiam lab perfite, | mo ET ” 150 
Poſſe naſas ?. of 
Necte noſter, amor nec te data dextera « 


Nc moritu ra tenet crudeli funere Dido.” 
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_EEAXNTDO i 31 
If thoſe yon glimmering Lamps, which col exten 4 
Ne er ſaw a ſecond Rival in my Love: g 
| Ah! do not gol let me your Stay implore 
12 But for one Night, and I will ask no more. 
, r She ſaid: The Torrent of her amorous Flame 
Throw on a truſty Stool the ſwooning Dame. 
The moving Sight her Lord's brave Soul oppreſt; 
Honour and Love contended in his Breaſt, 
Till calling his known Courage to his Aid, 
Thus to the Queen of his Deſires he ſaid: 
(But with a Voice which ſpoke divided Care, 
A Lovers Sweetneſs, and a Husbaud's Air.) 
Madam, fhould I my Happineſs diſown, 
And Joys ſo often seap'd ſrom you alone; 
I ſhould to Honour a curſt Traytor prove, * 
Unworthy of your Bed, and laviſh Love, „ 
1 But ſooner ſhall the diſtant German Rhine, 8 
| j His blended Streams with Gallick Liger join, + I 
vo hay any perjur'd Monarch to fair Truthincline ; ; 
Te from my Memory your Love depart, / 8 
Soils treaſur'd in my conſtant Heart. yo kinds 
Yet think not, Hymen, when my Faith 1 gare, 
Aeſign'd me to your Yoke, a Nomax's Slave. 
Had ILthe Power my Deſtiny to chuſe, * 
| {till had 'ſcap'd the Marrimonial Nooſe | 0 
N Still had I revell'd, like a free · born Soul, Was WY 
| In lawleſs Pleaſures, and without Controul. 
4 Away! no more your empty Title plead; 2 3 
Wars Love, compar d with ſuch a noble Deed? 
I How will it ſound, when future Poets write/, 1 12 = 
I That], by favour of the ſilent Nigtt. 
The Desk erected inthe Church's Right? 1 
Curb then your fond Deſires; nor ſeek to . 
My ſolid Honour, ſtable as a Rock. 8 9 ae 15 
Il do not Barberiſſa's Virtue Rain, ; 
FEY Nor * e bedew with brackiſh Naas | 
11 3 4 Nor 
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35 The Lu'TRrtN: 


Nor with ungenerous Sighs protract my Stay, 

* For Heav'n has call'd me, and Imuſt obey: 
This ſaid, he leaves her full of anxious Fears. 

Her Cheeks all delugd with a Flood of Tears. 

Straight the Vermilion vaniſh'd from her Face, * 
And the wan Lilly took the Roſe's Pace. 

Thrice to recal the ſavage Man ſh' afſay'd , e 

But her rebellious Tongue thrice diſobeyꝰ'd: 

Then to the lofty Room, which fac'd the Skies, 

By Men the Garret calPd, the weeping Lady flies. 

Alicia heard; ſtraight after her ſhe went. 

Nimbly ſurmounting the Stairs high Aſcent; 

To ſhew her Duty by her ſpeedy Care, my 

And leflens Sorrow, while ſhe takes a Share: 

* Now had approaching Night the Town Ger- pread; 
And ſcatter'd thro? the Streets a dusky Shade. | 

* Bell rings Supper; th' hungry ——— all, 


7 


Bleſſing the Sound, and pliant to the Call, | af . 
* 


Flock from the empty Choir to the more 3 Halt 
The Taverns thicken jj the wet Chanter lings; LEES 
+ And eyery Room with Noiſe and Nonſenſe rings. 
Forth the brave Brontin march'd, whoſe wen 
Sleep thrice in vain attempted to ſurpriae: 
Whom the third Bottle fortify'd within, 
Provided by the cautious Giozn,'! 1 Mb 
Who knew that Wine mage heavy Burdens light, PHE 
And puſh'd the narm d Hero to the Fight. 
The Sexton follow d, Boinuade was his u 5 \ 
The third in this immortal Deed of Fame ; - _ 
h ſally out, kindled with Honour s Charms |. $ 
ki fire the ſlow Lamour with Love of Arm. 
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. Withdraws her peaceful Light; and aids the War. : 4 5 i 
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CANMTO- H. 53 
Let us Ape they cry'd, the Day declines, | > 
And to ſucceeding Night his Sway reſigns: | © 
Why thus dejected? Whence this black Chagrin + © 
Which hovers o'er your Eyes, and ſwells your Spleen Y 
Art thou the Man, who blam'd the tedious 5 I 
And curs'd the lagging Sun's unkind Dela? A 
Riſe, follow us; great Deeds great Souls inffames | 
At this the Barber bluſh'd with gen'rous Shame. LI 

Then to his well-fill'd Magazine he flies 
Where many an Iron Weapon ſacred lies, wry 9 
Till cald to Light on ſome brave Eu prise . 
Some faſhion'd by the skilyd Corna vian Care, TE el 
At Birmingham, the Shop of AMuleib er 
Not like thoſe Arms of the dead-doing kind: 
Theſe ſaſten things which were before 4% ein d: aa” 


"Like an inverted Cone, of Metal ſtrong © 


Sharp pointed; and quadrungularly long; 1 
In vulgar Speech calld Nail: of theſe the deſt ao 
He choſe ; a Hatchet his broad Shoulders en: 3 


A well-ooth'd Saw his brawny Body bends,” © © 
Which, like a Quiver, down his pack deſcends... LAST - 
Incourag'd thus, Brontin a Mallet ſhook, + ot 
And Boirude a Nail-drivitig Hammer dd: 1 
Lamour's heroick Steps they tread; and ted. TALL SE 
An unknown Warmth; a more than Human nn 3% ; 
Happy the Wretched who implore the Aid + 141 2% 
Of ſuch a-Leader, fucka'firm Brigade! 


The Moon, who ſpy d their haughty March from FM 


Diſcord purſud them, with a fav ring Exe: 
She grinn'd a Smile, and with her hideous o 
Drove back the ng Ground and piered f | 
 yaulted Sky. TIM 
From thence the Sound del, ede to d Abodb- fs 


of the * cn, and wake d Slath1odronny God: "There 1 ; 


= cles. Eraternly inthe Romiſh urch 
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"There in a Cell he keeps his filent Court; Refig 
Around him, luke-warm lazy GeniMports .. 8 ToC 
One, in a Corner, kneads the fat ning Paſte, IS Lolld 
Which plum ps the Canon Checks, and en his braw- And, 

ur Wale. ' No ai 
Another the Vermilion geinds, to paint | 4A But D 
The jolly Looks of mortifying Saint: | Exce] 
here Pleaſure an obſervant Centry lands, | The c 
 Regardful of the Dries Commands: | Whe 
While Morpheus ꝑours contigual Poppy Rain; Wet To ge 
* (Tho! now redoubled Show'rsdeſcend in vain.) 41 Four. 

Sloth at the Noiſe awakes. All- covering _ Th' u 

Relates the Story, and improves the E e Bui 

Tells how the Prelate, with Ambition fir'd, ip And a 

Heroic Fame by ne Deſigns aſpir l. Each 

Near to a venerable Houſe of Prager, 1 a Slight 

She ſaw three Champions, who delight in Ita: ..- | fnva 

Proudly they march'dibeneath her thick Diſguiſe POE Tob: 

Safe in their Strength, ſecure from Human Eyes: | Thro 

While Diſcord's fiery Brands their Souls ie, 1 4 N Her! 
Who threatens here to aggrandlae lier Name. 1 Not ! 

Lo! withito Morrow's Light a Desk appears. = Tote 

The Joy of factious ruſti us Mut inter. Woul 

A thouſand Dangers onthe Tumult wait!“ 7 Ethor 

A thouſand Feuds foment the curſt Debate! | YN: | Driv' 

So Heay'n has written in the Book of Fate. Vain 

She ſpoke 2 Sloth, riſing from his ſilky Bed, I Mon 
And leaning on one Arm his lumpy Head; EA * La 

While from his languid Eyes a Deſuge ran, TIT. | Nor « 

This broken Speech with Feeble Voice began. WESC. The © 

© Night, thou ſtab'ſt me with this killing News). Few! 

What new- born · Plagues does active Hell produce? e Tt 
Still do the Furies throw theii fiery G And! 

Still breathe Fatigue and War in Human Hearts 2 — 
Ah! Whither fled thoſe happy Times of Peace, * 

ä diſſolx'd in n htleſs Ee FS 1 
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CANTO Ir. 


Refign'd their Scepters, and the Toils of State 

To Counts, or ſome'inferior Magiſtrate: 2 e 

5 Loll'd on their Thrones, dexoid of Thought 6 pala * 

* And, nodding, flamber'd but a lazy e 
No anxious Cares did nigh the Palace creep: 

But Day and Night was one continu'd sleep. 
Except the Vernal Month, when Flora „ 

The chearful Valleys, and the ſmiling Hills; 

When the loud North his airy Rule reſigns 
To gentle Zephyrs, and more peaceful Winds; 

Four Oxen drew with ſlow and ſilent Feet 

Th' unative Monarch to lome Country-Seat. | 

But tis no more: That Golden Age is gone 

And an unweary'd Princeſs fills Britannia s Throne- 

Each Day ſhe frights me with the Noiſe of Arms, 

Slights my Embraces, and defies my Charms. 
In vain does Nature, Seas and Rocks oppoſe, 

To bar her Virtue which undaunted goes - | 

Thro' LybianBurnings, and o'er Scythian art 

Her Name alone my trembling Subjects dread, 

7 Not her own. Cannon does more Terror {| To; 
To tell the Wrongs and Cruelties I bear, 
Would exerciſe the Labour of à Tear. 

thought the Church would ſhelter an Exile, 


Driv'n from a Court, inur'd to Cares and Toll, - | 
Vain was my Thought: For now each ſad Wo . | 
5 Monks, Abbots, Priors, wretched me abuſe, 

Fs * La Trape's grown famous by my. ſhametul 5 5 4 

0 Nor can * St. Denis, bear my odious „ 3 

er The Je/vits ever have my Power defy d; | 8 . 
1 Few but the dull Cizo/e my Rule obey'd. in heb 
2 The + Holy Chappel, with its Founder, CER vr. 
And from old Time its Lethargy. had kept. Oy” 
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Lo! now a Deck, a fatal Foe to Peace, © 
Strives to diſlodge me from my antient Eaſe; 
And wilt thou, Night, lend tby officious Ad 

To cover Crimes, far blacker than thy? Shade: 2.5 
Wilt thou, d r Partner of mylov d ele. 117 
Abet my Ruin, and protect my reren 

If e' er to Thee alone l did reveal 6 

The Joys of Love, which I from Day nm tablet A 3 
Ah! ſuffer not at leaſt Here Sloth oppreſt 
With length of Words, and want of grateful Reſt, Mo 
Sunk down: His Strength forſook the ſtupid Go2, 


And to Nera an re eleſt ed, e 
a SHES See 


1 ce % m. 


'O LD: Regs txurphant on a ſooty 1 
Parent, of Fears, and Nurſe of Sorrow, wle. Fe: 
\ 25 $ vinous Fields ſhe hovers round, © - © * 
And ſheds Her dreary Vapours o'er the Ground: gies 
„ Then towards the fair Lutetian Turrets flies, 275 oy pt: 
Dittilling Opiatsfromer humid Eyes. 3 
1 At length Montlerry's lofty Tow'rs ſhe ſhrouds,. 


Y Fond of thoſe yenerable old Abodes; 

| ; Steals by degrees from the deluded Sight; 1 
| While the ſtrain'd Eye- balls pierce the Clouds i in Lait 
The wegary'd Pilgrim Pies the tedious View, . 


Here Crows and Vulturts keep theirauin'd court; "AL 
Here Ravens and Fukiebrous Birds reſort ; ti, ; "+l 5 


— 


Ga ae. near Paris ſnehers, Hill 


TEL A: 
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4 The Summit of whoſe Walls ſtupendous Height; 1 


And ſtretch their fiery Beanis, the vaſt Aſcent to gan, | 


The Objects follow, and his Flight; Purſue, T 
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CANTON.  y 


/The eroaking Toad and Bat, in om nous S quill, Th 
Improve the Horror of theſe deſert Ways err 


Here thirty Winters aged Hotvler lay, + 5 
And claim'd a Refuge from the hated Dayy'> a4 


Fruitfulbf evil Fate the Shrivkereries, * 145 


And by for etelling Miſchiefs, 1 ante 
In this wild Pace retir'd to meditate, 
Ex pecting Night, the. ſober Creature face FE nu % 
The Goddeſs came; Holes exalts his Voice, T 


Sad'ning the tuneful Neighbouts with his Joys: 
Complainihg Progne tte mbles with ne Paine, 1 
And Philomelu's Fears o'erconie her Strains: 211 7 
Follow me, Son, ſuid Night. The N I 
Rous'd at her Voice, forſook his drouzy Seat; 
With heavy Wings they preſs the tbickning Air, 


* 
) ww 
. 


And darkling their dull Shades to Paris bear: 


Here both arreſting their auſpicious Flig e. 
On the fam Chappebs deſtin d Pelkrf light? 52 
The Goddeſs bending from ihe lofty Arch, "et 
Obſerves the Warriors, and regards their, March, . 
The ſmirking Sarberbiandiſties on higg 
A Bumper, which re- miles with mutual Joy/| od 1 
Each deluging in genial Juice his . 1 n 


4 
* „„ "+ 
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Shalllthey then triumph bus, : the Cadel * 
And find h eaſy Conqueſt iu my Shade? 7 -,; 
Soon theſs ĩdſulting Miſereanis ſhall know, (EP A 
What to my ſasre& Dignity they Wee... 

Then gravelyneddingto her Daeling pride, nd 
Her tardy Wingsche foggy Air divide: 454 
Howlet with equal Piuions takes his Flight. 
And follows through nick Shades his Mother Niehl. 1855 
Both rorhe faualsncnipnrepair, 3 vill 75 251 M190 I 


Where lay thedegadiul r 18 
The ſullen Dates EEE makes a ſtand, 


Rehplde the De the Fes ly Neige this Nera Comm © hs 


iT 4 Reſt 


. 


38 me Lor RIA. 
Reſt here, Prophetick Son, in ebe dark Womb. ., 


Of this old Desk, till-ripening Time ſhall come, Fo 


The Owl aſſum d his delegated Place, h 
And ſat expeſting with a ſage Grimaca. Log 
The Champions warm'd with native Heatand Wine, 
Unanimous purſue the great Deſign: f | 
The ſacred Chappel's Marble Steps aſcend, 's 
While Bacchus does his friendly Influence lend. 
The proud ia s paſ d, the Heroes now 5 ; 41 
Behind dem ſee the Shop of fam'd Rebow; .. 
There undifturb'd yolum'uous N bene, 


Aim under Twenty faithful Locks he keeps Ba, 
Socure from Chandlers, and devouring Fire, 


The learned Lumber there remains intire. 


ä When Boirude, as the Danger nearer ber. 8 | | 1 
A Tinder- box from his wide Pocket ores. b Un! 


The veiny Flint and hardy Steel ingage i! 
Breathing in Particles of Fireitheir. ago: datos; 
* Colliding Blow's the Atom: diſunice, .-/ ” ../ 


17 3 


And kindle iving Seeds of Inſant 805 alt n: d 


2 


The new- born Sparksa bluiſu Flame beget, © 1 


Which from ſulphmreous Fumes ejaculate; 10 8 
The waxen Taper glows with borrow'd Fires, 4 
And in a laſting bolder Flame aſpir es. 91 
The Heroes, with this trembling Star their Gale, 

(This trembling Star the abfent Sun ſuppiy d) 1k 
Approach the Temple; » *Doirude oßes the: Oate, 11 41 9 
And manfully conduct the Vamin State N 


As thro? the ſphcious Sblitude they ſteer, E £5 tc 5 


With Talk they: diſſipate invading Fear. 12 


The Veſtry now is ſeen; each pallid Face Fr 5 156 
Owens khe tenebrous Horror of the Place. 


There lies the Desk, dread Wi6tk of "wayward fate; * 
A while _Y Wand is . to — JOELT 
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CANTO WM. 35 
Till rouzing em, aloud the Barker cries, 
This Spectacle i is not t' amuſe our Eyes: 
We are not here conven'd, my Friends, to ſtares - 
Time will not ſtay; the Moments precious are: 
Into the middle Ile convey the Maſs, | 
And fix it on the haughty Chanter's Place. 
To morrow a plump Prelate's gloating Eyes 
Shall view the Triumph with uncommon Joys. 
Then with an Arm tremendous bravely ſtrove 
From# its old Poſt the duſty Lump to move. 
Wes Oh Diſtraction! from its hollow Womb, 
Ba nunder a dread Voice was heard to come. | 
Brontin grew ſtiff with freezing Ague-Fear, 
The Sexton's Colour fled, uproſe ws Hays 
Lamour bemoan'd(to daſtard Fear betray LY 8 
The want of Barleriſſa and his Bed; 
Yet ſtraight his Courage recollects, and nor- 
5 Reſolves, whate'er Fate means, to ſtand the Blow. 
118 When from his Powdry Rooſt the Bird of * Night '/ 
ii With Fate-denouncing Outcries takes his N 
„ Þ Like Statues, petrify'd with chilly Fear, 805 W 
1. EL Unabletorelift, they ſhake, they ſtare, - OTE e! 
Hou let th Amine Wax deſery d, wy 
IlAnd ſoon extinguiſh” d with his Wings their Guide. ji 
04 | Now difarray'd, 'confounded, they retreat, 1 10 
5 Conſeſſing by ſwift Flight a "baſe Defeat? 
; Their Nerves relax; their trembling Kneesi in Vain 
' © [Their bloodlefs Bodies labour to ſuſtai nn 


; * Their Hait erect, and grey with ſudden Fright,” B 2 
| The flying Squadron piece the Shades of Night. Al. 
: So meet a heedleſs Troop of wanton Boys 
in ſome cloſe Corner, with unpuniſh 4, Noiſe; 


ng 1 Tir indocile Libertines ſecurely play, . LED 
0 In idle Paſtimbrricarking the Days... og 4 
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Far from their ſtudious.Maſter's prying Sight, 


; 


And grouling, thus the timid Band beſpe 


They givealooſe te Joy, and revel in Delight. 
But it tera Argus by ſurprize appears, 
They quit their Pleaſures, and reſume their Fears; 
Dreading the future Birch and threatning Eye, 
In Cluſters from th anfiniſi d Game they Ay. f 
Diſcord inrag d, beheld the routed Croud, 

And roar'd, like Thunder from a broken Cloud; 
Then, to revive their Hearts congeal'd with Fear, 
And rally their baſe Souls to Second War, 

She borrrow'd ſurly Sydrac's aged Look, 


Wrinkled her Brow, and his long Viſage IF | 


'Earthward ſhe bent, and to the Sight appears 


Depreſi d beneaththe Weight of Fourſcore Years, | 
Her Limbs did on a knotted Staff rely, . 
And ſeem'd to move on Springs of Chican ry: : 
A winking Taper in her Hand ſhe takes, 

aks, 


Stop, Miſcreant W retches, whither wout'd you fy? 
Here neither Bloodſhed is, nor Enemy... 
What! Will you then for a vile Bird alone 
Your Honour loſe, and Enterprize diſowa? _ 

Dare you not ſtand the impotent Grimace . _ 
Ot one poor Owl? What wou'd you do, alas} 

If every day like me you ſaw the Bar, WY 

And wag'd with hideous Looks eternal War, 1 


Friendleſs ſollicit hard of Hearing now,  . 


Then ſtand a haughty,, J udge's rigid. Brow 3.1, | 
Ear. beat, without his Fee, a Lawyer — 8 Pons 
In Forma Pauperis inceſſant plead FB 

Believe me, Sons, Experience is my Guide, 

My ſelf a Chapter ſu'd, the Law defy d. N 

Nor can the Bar ſhew that tremendous Look, "Yet 

But I a hundred times baye toads its Shock: . 


Dauntlefs their forward Way niy Body barr'd, 
Ft Churoh*'s N „ to be beard. C 
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The Church was fruitful Jovi in great Divins, 
Souls forg d by Nature for immenſe Deſigns, 
Then Peunyleſs and Friendleſs we could go, 
Farther than now for Tous and Mon) too. 

In thoſe triumphant Days; the vileſt Head 

A Prelate and a Chanter durſt implead. | 
*The World grows old, Time runs a jaded Race, 
And worn- out Nature teems with her Diſgrace. 
If yet you cannot reach your Fathers State, 

At [eaſt their ſhining Vertues emulate, 

Think what Diſhonour your bright Names will foul, 
When Men ſhall tell the Fable of the Owls 
Think how the Chanter, with indignant Pride, 
Will mock your Velour, and Attempt deride: 
Howlet will be the Word, a ſtanding Jeſt, 

The Flout of Boys, and Mirthof every Feaſt, 

Yes, I perceive your Souls no longer bear 5 
Theſe Ringing Thoughts for Action then prepare: 
Remember, Sirs, what Prelate tis you ſerve. 
And ſnatchthe.yerdant Laurels you deſerve; 
Your Eyes re-ſparkle with their wonted Fires, 
And each Heroick: Breaſt the War requires. 

On then; run; fly; immortal Honour calls; 5 

And conſecrates the Man who bravely falls: | 4 
So ſhall the Prelate ſee, with wondring Joy, _— 
Your Vengeance ſwift as your Afront can fly, =_ 

This faid, the Warxing Goddeſs takes her flight, 
Plung'd ina ſudden Flaſhot blazing Light; 
Reſtoring 30 each Breaſt their Martial Heat, 

Fills with Herſelf the, bold Triumvirate. 
So when the reſcu'd Danube, Rhine, and gehe. 
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The Face of Var ſoon took a brighter turn 200 1 

And fainting Squadrons with new Vigour bare. HH 
Thy Courage, like the Univerſal Soul, 4 2541 r 

Darts thro' the Troops, and 2ifinbter the ute, 4 

Vifteria yielding ta ſuperior Charm. 


Careſs'd thy Standard, and embrac'd thy Arms, * A 
Aſham'd and angry at their late Defeat, 
They light their Taper, and their Task repeat t. 

The Noiſy Enemy flies off unhur rt 
And what was late their Terror, is their Sport, We 
And now the Desk the Chanter's Pew aſcends, ö 
A Shout the Chappel's lofty Arches trends: 
The wormy Boards, by Time's corroding Spights | 
Disjoin'd, they luſty Mallet's blows unites 
With their continu'd Strokes the Pews reſound,, | 
The Vaults rebellow'd, andthe Organ 1 | cl 


Ah Chanter! bury'din profound Repoſe, 65 * 

L'ttle thy Heart the brooding Miſchief knows; Rin uid ; 

But undiſturbd by Griet or anxiaus Fear. Who. , 

Dreams not what angry Fate is- doing here! $337 OT DR The Ch 

If in a Viſion yet ſome Po.-·j̃ Diyine Abroad 

vx Shou'd to thy Senſe reveal the dread Deſi igen At hom 
5 E're thou would'ft ſuffer that mnie Moſes : f 009475 f My I 
=. Aſpiring ſo, to lord it in thy place: What M 
_ Bold as a dying Martyr would'ſt thou come... Wou'd y 

| | And gloriouſly diſpute thy hapleſs" Doom * 2 FTo cha 
Thy Naked Body to the Nails ed poſe, ee Conſide 


And tender Head tante bard Hammers owes" gi. Irne Pric 
To Mummy bruis'd, thou an the ſpot wou'dſt ate rour Ge 


And worthleſs Life refuſe with Intamy. 8 Let Wre 
[7 But while the Dekto thy Diſgrace does dife,'s I Friend 
In ſilken Chains Thee gentle Sumber ties by hat ca 


Now two concluding Strokes the Work compleat,, 
And the Hinge turns on thy unhappy Star.” 8 — 
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E Sextons to their early Task repair, 
And call the yawning Prieſts to Mattin Prayer; 
TheBelks with ſfilverSounds the Region ſhake, .: 
Their Turrets rock, and lazy Chanters wake: 
Half rais'd at the ſad Din, each drouzy „ 
Sinks down o reſs'd by its own native Lead. 
* Their Chief alone with fancy'd Te error ſtruck, 
And ſcar'd by viſionary Forms, 'awoke » 
At the redoubled Clangor of his Cries, 
Each Servant quits his Down, and trembling flies. 
Firſt Faithful Girot, with undaunted Speed, 
Appear'd before the ſweating Chanter's Bed x 
Girot his ſhaking Maſter's Senfe reftor'd ; 
The wort hieſt Servant of ſo good a Lord! 
Who, pleas d Domeſtick Merit to prefer, 
The Choit᷑'s proud Gate committed to his Care: 
Abroad, a ſtiff- neck d haughty Virger, he; * 
At home, a ſupple Slave in Liverx. . 
My Lord, ſaid he, what Trouble heaves your Breaſt * 
What Melancholy breaks your ene Reſt} $1. 
Wou' d you unprecedented madly run 
To \Chappel, and prevent the rifing Sun! 2. 
Conlider, Sir; to vulgar Charters leave 5 
The Pride of meriting what they receive. 
Your Genius then indulge without referye, 
Let Wretches bern for Labour toil and We 5 | 
+ Friend, ſaid the Chanter, ſtill with Horror = 4 
hat can the vain Reflections now avail? 977 
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Here thy Companignable Paſſion join, 
And mix thy amicable Sighs with mine; {dhe 
Thy honeſt-Heart 7 trewble, when it hears - 

The Subject of thy dying Maſter's Fears: | 
Twice gracious, Fed rh had my Temples bound, * 
And inf orgetful Nighiſbade Reaſon drown'd; N 
Intoxicating Fumes had Fancy warmd; 5 
Aud every: Senſe roſweerRepoſe was "charm'ds . 
When, as! thought, 1th. Choir with glorious Grace: 
I bleſs'd the Croud, and fill'd my wonted Place, 
Swallow'd the Iucenſe. and unrivałd bore . - 

The firſt Degree in Office aud in Pow'r: 
A gloomy Smoke long rolling from afar, 0 | 

Seemꝭd. from thedarken'd Ve/try to appear: 
Forward it ſnot, and kindling as it came. ” 
The dreadſul Cloud burſt ina bluiſh Flame 
And, Odire Object! to my Sight 6585 
A Dragon; by th' aſhiſting Prelate led; 

His Head Triangular : the frighttul Mi 4 
A very Reading Des appear d, or was. 120 5 
When, animated by his Guide, the Beaſt: 
Darting at me, up-rais'd his monſtrous rel. 
In vain d trembhling fled, cry'd out in vain, 
Till kindly Slæep relax d his gentle Chain. 
I can no more .Poſleſs'd with. Panick Dread 1 | 
In my pale Eyes the Sequel may be read. iP 

Ah, Sir, ſaid Girot ſmiling, Noblemen,., IE . 7 
Wits, Criticks, Ladies, Poets nurſe the Spleen i COD 
Tis a genteel Diſeaſe, and ever bred. [44 
By Duns, or Affictation, or a Bed. 
Without delay on fam'd * Cephalicł call 3 77 
The Camiſar ſhall e with his er 57 
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He runs, he flies, and reaches fr/t the Choir. 


Twixt hoſtile Frogs and Mice immortal —_—_—_ 
10 Thou whoſe Muſ#s bold Fantaſtick Flight 1 


Vile Cauſe of War! all Latium to engage 


Thy Muſick charms us, and thy Art relieves) 


And breakiog thro! * Sobs, 2 Paſſage found... 


G NFO . 
The Maſter of the Choir, aver le to Jeſt, 
(With chiding Eyes his ill-tim'd Wit ſuppreſed 14 
Leap'd furious from his Bed, and nee to be | 
| dreſs'd :: 7 
All his rich Veſts and e Robes puts OM cvs 
His Mohair Caſſock, and his Tabby Gown, 
His Purple Gloves; that very Rochet wore, : 
Which once the jealous Prelate's Fingers tore: 
An Ebon Stick he held; and on his Head, 
Snowy with Winter Age, a Sattin Bonnet laid: 
Quickning his Pace, with fierce impulſive Ire 


* O Thou, who guided by the Ne God, 1 
Sung, on the Margin of a drouzy ==" png aAY 7 
Obſtinate Chiets inur'd to deadly Wars, : 


Did the Bolonian Bncke:* s Rape indite 3 f 


In bloody Arms, the Helen of their Rage! 4s 
And ||. Tuou who painted in ædeathleſs Stralu 
The Licens'd Homicides of Warwici-Lane *-: 
(Phabus to thee his double Bleſſing gives; 


Give Energy to my Enervate Tongue, gh 
While the fir d Chanter's flagrant Rage is ſung. 
What Pencil can his Indignation draw; . 
When on his Seat th? aſpiring Des: he ſaw 
Mute, motionleſ: s, and pale, a while he ſtood, 
Horror, Surprize, and Grief benumb'd his Blood 45 
But his impriſon'd Words at length reſound, | 


4 | 
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3 Hoimanr's Dateline: n 
-$ Aleffandro Taſſoni, Author of La Secchia Ras 
pita; an Italian Poem. |} Dr, Garth, See, 
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See, Girot! See the Hydra that oppreſs d 

My troubled Soul, and broke my pleaſing Reſt 2 

Behold the Dragon! there he rears his Head, 

And buries me in an eternal Shade! _ -; 

Prelate,. what bave I done } What helliſh Rage. 

Makes thee ingenious to torment my Age? 

What! Can thy waking Malice know no Reſt, 

Nor Sleep nor Night lull thy:tempeſtuous Breaſt 2 

O Fate! muſt chis opprobrious Desk app*ar,, _ 

And cloud me in my proper -Hemi/there}. 

Into a Dungeon thus convert my Pero. | 

Eclipſe my Glories from the puolick view! 

Unſeen, unknown to all hut God, my Face- 

Muſt there be hid incog in-my own place! N 

What! Muſt 1 ſit izglorioufly abſcur di :?!“ 

It is too much; it cannot be endur d. 

No, let us firſt the ſacred Altar fly, 

Abandon Heav'n, renounce the Miniſtry; _ 
Tes, let usceaſe our inbarmonious Pray rs, 


No longer offer Mufick to the Spheres, ES 8 


Nor deafen, with rude Sounds, immortal Ears. 

Let us from this ungrateful Church retire, | 

Nor ſee, where we're not ſeen, a thankleſs Ghoir,... ; 

But then my Rival triumphis on bis Seat, | 

And ſmiles inſultingly at my Defeat; * | 
While on my Pew this Desk will. fill be borne, 
And riding on its creaking Hinges turn. 

Forbid it, Heay'n,.or give me inſtant. Death, 

And ſtifle foul Hiſbonour with my Breath l. 

Yes, faithful Girot, let us bravely, die, 

If we're too weak to move this Inſamy; 

But this Right Hand all tear the T yrant down; 8 

Tis lawful an Uſurper to dethrone: r 

Les, e're we die, if noble Death muſt come, 


The Rival Desk ſhall, falling, ſhare our — 8 
e e e e , eee e e 


_— 


Yes, they agree che Monſter muſt not ſtand, Wy : f 08 


Summon, without delay; the Chapter here 2. 5 . 
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Strengther'd with Rage, at thefe determin'd Words 
The furious Chanter feig'd: the trembling. Bogrdp * N 
When, guided thither by ayſpictous Chance, 

Roger and John, two well-known Chiefs; advance 3; 
Renowned Normans both, equally skill'd 

I' tht Law, with Knowledge and Experience fill'q :- 
They hear his Anger's Source, his Cauſe they OW; 
Let Counſel, nothing raſhly ſhow'd be done, 


Nor mult it fall by any Private Hand: : 

But let th- Aſſembled Chapter view the sight; 3 

And in full Syaod do the C hauter Right. 
This ſage Advice repriey'd tbe threaten'd Aa 

And ſmooth'd the ruffl ed Sires diſtarted Face: "Ag 

Then be it ſo, {aid he, let them appear; "gb 

Fly, and with holy.Yel!the Dotards wake, {IT 

90 ſhall they of. our early. Grief OE OO 25 5 
At this Diſcourſe ſurpriz'd and froae they 5 5 

Regardleſs of theirSovereign'sraſh Command. 
Fooliſh and bold, ſays: Roger, to injoin 

A Morning's Work, I fear we mnſt decline 2. 

Betimes we oughtto quit this Party-Fray, 


Where tis impoſſible we ſnou d obey ; ls mn hacks | 


Tho from the diſtant Street the piercing Sound: * 
Shou'd wake; the ſnoring Footmen, ſtreteh- d around; 3 
And penetrate, Without the leaſt Regard. 
That ſacred Calm, where Ngqiſe is ne yer beard. 1 
Can you conceive, my Lord, when 3 
Have. bound em faſt to their inchanting Beds, 
We ſhou d the Sluggard's Iron Slumbers break, : "I 
Whom ſix Bells thirty Years cou'd never — 
San two weak Charters Voices e'er Perform . 
What is a Work for Thunder or a Storm st a * 
The warm Old Man replies, Iſee what Eads 


Vouyilh, and 9 tend, 1 
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I ſee, your darſtard Souls the Prelaze dread; :... .. » 

* of the haughty Frelate you're afraid.z 71, PRIOR 

Ye ſervile Wretches,. Lhave ſeen you ſtand, 

. Bending your Necksbeneath bis þ eli ns Hand. 

Go, ſtill be Slaves, fill fawn, and lick and. 199 3. 

I will the Canons raiſe without ye now, © © | 
Approach then, honeſt Giror, thou true Friend“! 

Whom neither Bribes can wake. nor Prelates bend: 2 

Do thou the Maundy-Thurſ#ay's *Rartle take; 4255 

Soon ſhall this Eugine make“ em hear and make: 2 

The Sun a Sight intirely new ſhall ſe e, 3 8 

The droning Ohaper up as ſoon as 1 
This heart? ning Speech made realty Giro: fy Yer $5 

And rake the Duſt of Holy Armor). PA 
Now the lagubrous Inſtrument reſounds, 

And every Ear with hideous Clangor wounds. 

Infernal Diſcord, pleas' d, prepares to head 

Her willing Champions, and afford them ART; - 

Then from the Clamrous Hall,t'i improve the Frighes” 

She calls the God of © Nojſethro? Shades of: Night. | N 

And now fweet Sleep forſakes each wond'ring Eren 1 

The Street, aſtdniſh'd, riſes at the Cry 9 

At length the Cauons their ſtrong Fetters break. 

Unſeal their Lids, and in Confuſton Wake. 

Monſtrous and wild Ideas each concei ves 

And what His Fancy PR his Fear ere 1 5 

One thinks loud Thunder ff 1 Ri its che Sacred Cho, 5115 55 

The Chappel burning h a+ Second Hre .. 

. Others coveted aki ahd bee cn he, — 1 

Gueſ sd it the Toning of dhe Tentbras re 45 4 
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* La Crefſe ; in Frivets: an meme, 2 on dandy, 
Thurſday inftead of - Bells. 7 
LAnſueruble te our Weſtminſter⸗Halls 85 The Reader ? 
will pleaſe to apply it ſo as ift as he merts With it. og 

- 4 Oncebutn down, in 1618, . 
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CANTO IV. 409 
A third, ſtill dozing with the Fumes of Wine, 4 
Believes it Noon, vows tis a laid Deſign, L 
And grumbles that he was not call'd to dine. 
So when returning Phœbus gilds the Year, 
And chears with genial Warmth our Hemiſ phere; 
When Zephyrs blow, and Birds diſus d to ſing, 
Eſſay their Notes, to wei come in the Spring: 
Albior's bright Goddeſs, mov 'd with Europe's Tears, 
sends forth her Heroes to diſſolve their Fears 
With Inſulary Thunder to prevent 
he tow'ring Giants of the Continent; © 
The Louvre ſhakes, pale Louis taſtes again 18 
The Terrors of a new Ramillia Plain: 
Th; Eſcurial dreads Anna's recruited Might, 
And Anjou ſaddles for a ſecond Flight : 
Pariſian Walls ſhall prove a weak Defence. 
For I Quixiot Kings, and each KnighteErrant Prince. 
. In vain does Terror urge; ſupine they lie, | 
Es. | And wait between the Sheets their Deſtiny, 
Girot reſolves to rouze em and prepares 
5 A Story, which he knew wou'd take their Ears, } 
Reſtore their Senſes, and expel their Fears, - 
Pm ſent, ſaid he, t inform you from my Lord, 
: A warm Collation ſmokes upon the Board; 
27 With Art collected, it no Dainty wants | 
,» | Which Luxury can wiſh, or the rich Seaſon grants. 
He ſpoke: All catch at once the welcome Sound, 
hake off dull Sleep, and from their Pillows bound, 
I Headlong they preſs, as rapid Lightning fleet; 2 
3 Yet ſwilter Appetite out- ſtrips their Feet. EE: 


177 ® The Tranſtator propheſy'd wrong concerning K. Philip, 
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Ready to break their Necks, to break their Faſt; [ 
Each flatters, as he flies, his eager Taſte 93 
With entertaining Thoughts of lw eet Repaſt. 
But, ah vain Hope! fond Man's deluſi ve Bait! 
Regardful of the cover'd Hook too late 

The diſappointed Chapter view their Chief, 
And find they come not there to eat, but grieve. 
The Chanter in the molt pathetick words 
(Fhe beſt his interrupting Grief affords) 
Reveals the ſad Mistortune to his Friends, 
And his juſt Cauſe to them and Heav'n commends. 
Plump Ev'rard only durſt propoſe to eat; 
| Ev'rard's keen Stomach did his Zeal abate : 
The Canons fill'd with other Thoughts, his Vote 
Vaniſh'd unſeconded, and ſoon forgot. 

When Allen roſe; collected and prepar'd, { 
He regularly hem'd, then ſtrok d his Beard, | 
And claim'd, as Prolocutor, to be heard. 

The Learned Seer Attention might demand 
The only Scholar in this Reverend Band! 
The Learned Steer had copious Baxter read, 
And with old Bunyan cramm'd his maddy Head. 
Thus oft ſublime, contiguous to the Skies, 
Sacred to Duſt, an empty Garret lies; ; 
Tilt hir'd by (ome vile Quack, the Furniture 
Does all the happy lightſom Space obſcure ; 
And what th. unlucky Owner meant to grace. 
Converted to an undigeſted Maſs. 
Fes, Great 4-Kempis he cou'd conſtrue too, 
And all hisknotty Paſſages undo. 
W hence cou'd thisStroke,faid he, but from theWomb, 
Some younger Sprig of old Socinus, come? 
It muſt beſo; we're in the Prelaze's Snare 
Theſe Eyes ſaw Deiſt 7. ͥ.wvuviſit there: 
Satan endeavours, by that ſubtle Fi end. 


The Prilati to his Purpoſes to bend. 
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Sirs, he moſt certainly has ſomewhere heard 
That this litigious Desk St. Louis rear'd : 
Thus, grown Polemical, he'll proudly think 
To drowniis all with Deluges of Ink: 
Vaſt Subſidies of Paper- Force he Il raiſe, | 1 
And make his Partizans find Means aud Ways. 

Now tis our Duty timely to prepare, 

And ſtand a reſolute Defenſive Mar; 
Conſult Antiquity, the Scholiaſts ſcan, 

Let every Text be bolted to the Bran. 
Conſider, does Aquinas nothing ſay 

Of Desks:? none of the Fathers lean that way? 
I find this Argument will ask much Oil, 

Cloſe Reading, indefatigable Toil. 

Then till Aurora kindles up the Day, 


* lights her Lamp, extinguiſh'd i in the Sea; 


t every Man by Lots his Portion take, 
And what our learned Doctors dictate, ſpeak. 
Struck with this unexpected Speech, they ſtare, 
And each pale Face betray'd uncemmon Care: 
Squab Everard with moſt Concern appear'd, 
He ſhoy'd, and preſs'd, and ſwore he wou'd be heard. 
It at my Years, ſaid he, I turn one Page, © 
Or hurt with Books theſe Eyes too weak with Age; 
May I, tikechec, on muſty Paper feed, 4 
Turn Book-worm and be bury'd ere I'm dead. 
Let us, who know the Uſe of Living, live, - © | 
Thy meagre Body does thy Soul ſurvive. 
Go, macerate what Fleſh remains with Books, 
We are not fond of ſuch mean haggard Looks: 
What others do, ſhall ner difturd my Head; 
I neither Alcoran, nor Bible read. 
Tknow right well the Price of College-Hay, 
Or what our Far mers every Quarter pay; 
On which good Vineyard there's a Mortgage made, 
Wes what and how the In treſt muſt be ꝓaid 


22 Twenty 
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Twenty large Hogſheads, fill'd by my Commond, 
Rang'd Orthodoxly in my Cellar ſtand; 

Theſeare my Authors, there my Study's 'plac'd z * 

By Them inform'd, ſubſtantial Bliſs I1 taſte ; 

And ſi nee all Knowledge in Opinion lies, 

Can, whenT pleaſe, from thence be warm and wiſe, 

As for this Desk, d'ye think your Books will charm 
The Monſter down ?Believe me, this right Am 3 
More expeditiouſly your Work ſhall 0g; 1 
The Gorgon without Latin overthrow. | 
Whatever does offend me Ill remove, n 
Tho' all the Fathers ſhou'd the Dest appreve. 
Leet us to Breakfaſt, and our Sorrows drown; 

8o fortity'd, we'll knock the Monſter down. | 
This Speech, ſupported by his jolly Plight, - | [ 
i 


j _— 


(Plump as it fed at both ends, day and night * 
Revives their Courage and their Appetite, - 2 
The Chanter, now recover'd from his Fear, 
Rallies his Senſes, and declares for War: 
Too long (he cry'd) has that foul Cerb yu. Head 
Ooſcur id us with his * zreble-crefted Shade's 
Let's inſtantly our ſully'd Fame reſtore, VOL $25 
And ſhow at once our Courage and our Pow? 7, 2 
Yes, let us for this Work ſome Minutes faſt ; LN 
This done, Meſſieurs, we'll make along at 
A Breakfaſt which the Morn to Noon ſhallfo nnn 
And then but to a nobler Feaſt reſign- 0 * 1. 
Up roſe the Chief. The faithful Cale, 9 q 
With theſe attracting Words, his'Zeal confirm'd ;' © 
Then to the Choir with fearleſs Steps they go, Th. 59 ry 
And there behold the bold uſurping 3 a 
At this, To Arms! tumultuouſly on ho M . 42417 
And pon: _ en N ko 45 


g il ONE 
161 n 7710 
rs . pony — 
. 7. & 
- bares nende . 2016 tl bu. 
. The 


& 4. hw — 


F * n * 10 1 


gk 165 N 


The 2 
What 
Each! 
The I 
Firm]: 
Till fo 
Deep 
And b 
At len; 
The'td 
So, 
Succu! 
Or ſo, 
Sinks; 
The 
Andin 


PHD! 


Axror, 


By flor, 


ros 
And th 
Old Sy 
In filer 
A thou 


The yo 


Age ha 
A ſprig 
His Ve 


The Axis now defends it ſelf in vain; 
What Force cou'd ſuch Confed*rate Pow'rs ſuſtain? 
Each honours with a Blow his gallant Hand; 
The Des as bravely ſtrove their Rage to ſtand: 
Firmly a while the Hydra kept his ground, 
Till ſome dire Hero gave a fatal Wound; 
8 Deep was the Cut, he ſtagger'd with the Blow, 
And bow'd beneath his unexpected Foe. 
At length for want of his great Maſter's Aid, 
Ihe tott'ring Lump with odds is overlaid. 
0 So, batter'd by the North, a Ruſſian Oak 
Succumbs, unequal to the vi'lent Shock: 
| Or ſo, abandon'd by its girding Wood, | 
[ Sinks an old Roof, which had for Ages ſtood. 
$5 


The captive Boards in Triumph are convey'd, 
And in the Victor Chanter's Kitchin laid. 


D | 
: CANTO V. 


NM TOW: had the Morn unbarr'd the Gates of Light, 
"LN Andſaw the Canons up; Surprizing Sight! 
Aurora bluſh d to ſee herlelf out-ſhune 
Ay florid Looks more ruddy than her own, | 
en wo Sydrar ed repairs, __ 
„And the Misfortune of the Dec declares , 
I | Od Sydrac wept for Joy at his ſucceſsful Cares: 
In ſilent Raptures building, as he ſtood, 
un; A thouſand Law-Suits on the ruin'd Hood. 
The youthful Sire grows vigorous and bold; 
Age has no Ice, and Winter has no Cold: 
„ I Afprightly Warmth quicken'd his tardy Blood, 
The] His Veins recruiting with a. brisker Flood, : 
| 8 E 2 Straight 
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Straight to the Prelate he betakes his Flight, 8 

And with loud Clamour opens to the Light 
The melancholy Scene, and Crimes of Night. 

The Prelate, grieving to be rouz'd ſo ſoon, 
Impetuous leap'd from his inchanting Down. 
Gladly would Gilotin his Stay detain, 

With a two-handed Goblet of Champaign: 

The Graceful Bumper, wont to break his Faſt, 

With lighted. Smiles now lures his Maſter's Taſte. _ 
Unmoiſten'd and unbleſs'd, he ſtraight prepares 
With extricating Comb tꝰ adjuſthis frizled Hairs: 
Twice did the lvory break, and twice the Box, 

In haſty Grapple with Confed' rate Locks. 

So when Alcides ſpun, unbred to fee! 

A weight ſo light, he broke the Spinning-Wheel. 

Haltf-dreſs'd he goes. When, lo l. before his Gate. 
An ardent Troop of Church-Militia wait: | 
Reſoly'd, at their affronted Lord's Deſire, . 
Unanimouſly to deſert the Choir. 

But the grave Sire; appealing to the Laws, 
Condemns a Project uſeleſs to his Cauſe. 

For tuture Fate, ſaid he, we ought to look 
In the myſterious Sibyl's Sacred Boo xkꝛĩꝝ:: — + 
Not far her Cave; come on, and let's ſubmit 
To what Expedient ſhe pronounces fit. 5 

All with one Voice the ſage Advice approve, 

And tow'rds the Bar the holy Warriors move. 
6 Her Den groan'd horrible, while Echo round 
Doubles th Afri gbt, as ſhe repeats the Sound, 

' Amidfſtthoſe Goth ck Pillars, which ſupport. 
| The formidable Hall, and awful Court 
Of Common-Pleas; a famous Fabrick's read, 

Ador'd by Lawyers, and by Clients fear d. 
Here Fools and Knaves each Term in ſhoals repair. ; 

\ Thinn'd with the Diet of litigious Air, 
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Beneath a Hill of Briefs, Green Bags, and Scrolls, 
Here ev'ry Morn a Hettic Sibyl howls, 

Vain are the Tears of Orphans, vain their Cries: 
To that foul Monſter, void of Ears and Eyes, 
Call'd Chicanry,: in learned modern Stile, 

Bulky with Ruin, and o'er-grown with Spoil. 

While the wrong'd Widow want of Juſtice mourns, 
And the vex'd Air each empty Groan returns; 

Pale Want and Famine, like ſome injur'd Ghoſt, 
Stalk o'er the Ground, and weep their Treafures loſt, 
Infamous Poverty, deyouring Care, 

And everlaſting Toil, and lean Deſpair, 

And black Chagrin, compleat the mournful part; 
The wretched Offspring of her curſed Art! 
Caſe-Books and Codes the buſy Hag conſume, 

And dies her ſelf, to dig another's Tomb: 


At every Meal the hungry Fury eats 


Fair Palaces, ſtrong Caſtles, Country-Seats. 
The bubblea Suitors at their Fate repine; 


Gull'd with Super fluous Reams for Solid Coin. 
A hundred times has J#ſtice turn'd her Scales; 


So oft her guilty Influence prevails. 

Inceſſantly from Trick to Trick ſhe runs 

And ſometimes, like an Ow!l, the Day-light ſhuns. 
Now, like a Lion laſhing his dull ſides, lk, | 
She (talks with fiery Eyes, and frightful Strides; | 
Now like a Serpent thro* the Herbageglides, 

Long has the juſteſt Monarchſtrove in vain, 

With Gordian Knots this Proteus to reſtrain. 

Her Claws, by Sor. clip'd , increaſe in Strength, 
Wich Ink diſeolour'd, and o'ergrown in Length, 
Ramparts and Dikes of Law, too feeble Foes, 

Reſiſt th' Invaſion, but in vain oppoſe. 

With Creeping Guile ſhe ſaps the eaſy Ground, 

Qr with Highj Torrent breaks th obſtructing Mound. 
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 Sydracſalutes the Fiend, and bending low. *illi 
With diſtant Awe reveres her wrinkled Brow.z. - And e 
Then tempting Gold diſplays: She with delight . 
Views the bright Scene, and dwells upon the Sight, 
When thus the Sire Contention s mighty Queen! 

* Unqueſtion'd you oer Kings and Peaſants reign. 
Thro' thee, Force uſeleſs is, and Laws are weak: 

Statutes, like Cobwebs, you at Pleaſure break. 
For thee the * Norfolk Hind ſweats at bis Plough; 

For thee his Flocks are fleec'd, his Meadows grow.z. 

For thee he yearly reaps his Golden Fields; 

| To thee his rich Autumnal Labour yields. 

If from my Infant Years I've thee adox'd, 

And Seas of Ink offthy dread Altars pour'd,. 

Diſdain not, Mighry Godde/s now to own,. 

In his declining Years, thy faithful Son. ; 

Induſtrious Faulreſs of Vexation, hear, 

And anſwer an imploring Prelate's Pray'r ;. 

For on the Ruins of. his bright Renown 

An envious Riyal has advanc'd his own: 

The Desk deſtroying, with a torcefulBand;. 

The Desk, late re- erected by our Hand. e 

Exhauſt thy fatal Knowledge in this Cauſe, 7 

Revolve the Books, create eternal Flaws, :; [4 

And with Dedalean Wiles confound the Laws. 

Be to thy darling Sons thofe Arts diſplay d, 

Which puzzle + Themis in the Rules ſhe made! 

The Sibyl, wild with Joy, thrice ſhriekd aloud, _ 

While her ſwoln Viſage glow'd with pois'nous Blood; 

Convulſive Agitationsrack'd her Breaſt; 
Full of the Dæmon which her Soul oppreſs d: 
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CANTO v. 


Till i in theſe Words the loud Tornado broke 3 


And eas 'd her lab'ring Boſom, as ſhe ſpoke. 


5 7: 
5 


My Friends, diſmiſs your Fears; you ſhall replace 
On the proud Chanters Pew that War- creating Maſs «| 


Arms you muſt take; fo Fate ordains; to Arms! 
Prepare, my Sons, for glorious loud Alarms: 


May long, long Suits enſue; and Oh! N 
Never on any Terms your Cauſe refer: 


Let all Accommodation be abhorrd; N 


Curſt be the Slave who liſtens to Leon. 
Curſt be the Wretch that mentions but the Word! 


She ſtopt, and foaming breath'd upon the Throng: 


The ſame dire Spirit late her Breaſt had ſtung, 


From the wild Hag, the Dæmon diſengag d, 
Entred the Herd; and like a Tempeſt rag d. 


Headlong he drives em to the deep Abyſs 


Of Law, unmindful of the Precipice. 
Demurrers, Writs, Injunctions, Outlawry,. 
Exceptions, endleſs Bills in Chancery, 


In each undaunted Champion's Front appear, 
And obſtinately threat judicious War. 


All, fluſh'd with fancy'd Victory, return; 


They quit the leſs' ning Cave, and with new. Bury 1 
Mean time, the Canons far from Noiſe and * 10 


Indulge their Senſes with delicious Fare. 

The Servants under Thirty Chargers ſweat, 

And the full Board groans with the ſav ry HOES: 
EachGlutton hunts, and garblesout nice Bits, 


And, as his Fancy dictates Dainties, eats : 


The Paſties irritating Salt excites, 
And kindles up their thirſty Appetites. 
When (Oh! uncertain State of Human Things!) 
Ligbt-footed Fame unhappy Tidings brings, 
Reports witi trembling Lips and Viſage pale 
The Oracle, and all its dire Detail. 


1 I 


$8: The LUTRIN. 
The crea warm'd with Muſcadine and Rage, 
Araſe, reſoly'd the Prelate to ingage, 
Heto the Sibyl will conſult, and try 
What is reſery'd for him in Deſtiny, 
Plump E+*#ard the deſertedBanquet mourns; . 
| And till , withſtrong deſire of Feaſting, burns, . 
But the regretting Epicure they tear, | 
2 4 Borne off by Numbers to the dreadful Bar. 
{ Thro various Paths, oblique and dark, they draw. 
* Ntar to the clam'rous Market of the Law. 
At length they reach the celebrated Hall, 
Where mercenary Tongues unweary'd baw]: _ 
In om'nous Black, like Prieſt, each Proctor * 
And ſerves his Client up for Sacrifice. £ | 
Here the ſhop'dSyrensmake abuſy Show, 
But get their Bread by what they vend below: 
Here crafty Bibliopole all Authors ſells; _ 
Wit, Learning, Arts and Sciences retails : _ 
| Mingling, without diſtinction, Good and Bad; 
1 Here Dryden, next him Ogilby is laid: 
= "While Boyle and B blended, well accord; 
And Rows and Sertlegrace one common Board. 
The Chanter now with formidable Noiſe, 
Exales his ſhrill Eecleſiaſtick Voice: | 
Urging his forward way—— When, Oh dire Chance ! 5 
The Prelate and his Myrmidons advance. - 
Each rugged Hero, with encountring Eyes, 
His RivaPs louring Frontalternately furveys >. 
Sullen and dumb diſdainfully they ſtop, 
An equal Madneſs choaks and ſwells*em up. 
So two fierce Bulls, who Rival-Paſſions ſhare. 
For ſome loy'd ee N a War: 
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CANTO: V. 18 
With jealous Rage fir d at each others ſight, 
They quit the Paſture, and prepare for Fight; 
Bowing their Necks, each his curP'd Fore head ſhakes; 
While from their blood-ſhot Eyes their inward W 
ö breaks 

Ev'rard, by Boirude elbow'd, fonad his Sple en 
Began to ſwell, and ſtimulate within; 
To Biblio's Shop he bent his haſty Courſe, 
A Cyrus ſeiz'd, and with gigantick Force 
Th' unwieldy Volume at the Sextoz threw z.. 
He politickly judg'd it, and withdrew * 
But hiſſing as it went, it Sydrac ſtruck © Go 
Full on the Cheſt; who ſunk beneath the Shock . 
The Sire, by * Artamenetorc'd to yield, 
Fell breathleſs, the firſt Victim of the Field,  - | 
His Friends with pain beheld his Overthrow, z 
And ſympathizing feltthemſelves the Blow. 
Now againſt Ev'rard twenty 2 
And all reſolve to batter don a part: 
The Canons their aſſaulted Brother y. 
And forward, to ſuſtain the Onſet; fly : 
Diſcord, triumphant in the turbid'Air, © 
Gave a loud ſhriek, the Signal of the War. 
Now nothing's heard but Clank and warlike Din z 3+ 
All mingling, enter Biblio's Magazine: 
Poor E Yard ſinks beneath a Booky Show'r; 
Twelves, Quas to 8, Folio's, -and-Offavo's pour. 
So when deſtructiye Boreas marches fort 
| \ With his i impetuous Forces of the North, © 
1 In ſtorms of .icy Rain he ploughs the Air, 
© Lays waſte the Fields, and makes the Orchards bare: 
1 down the blooming Honour of the Boughs, 


The Promiſe of the teeming Year, and lab'ring Sard- 
ner's Yows. 
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Here Partheniſſa and Caſſandra flew;.. 


FE a 


All arm W with Ammunition- Books, 
Contract their Brows, and threaten with their Looks : 
One with vindictive Hand light Durfey e 
Another, Wycherly more weighty,. takes; 

A third tore Weſley from the duſty Wood, 
Where long untouch'd the mouldy Epick ſtood2 . 
A fourth up- heaves a leaden Baſnagehigh,, 
Stuff d with Rabbinical Philoſophy. _ 
Lol a tremendous Typhoon guards the Front, 5 
With enterprizing Lintot's Name upor't. | 
On! had'ſt thou, mighty Nurſe of Dulneſs, liv'd 
Ptb' bright Auguſtan Age, we had receiv'd 5 
The Bavian Works entire; Mavius by these 
Had been immortal as * The Hollow Tree, 

The abſent Biblio's Prentice ſtrives in vain;. 
Their more than Gozhick Madneſs to reſtrain. 
Volumes aloft, a Leathern Tempeſt, fly; 
a= Clouds of riſing Duſt involve the Sky. 

e ug forBruiſe exchange,and:Wound tor Wound 
heaps of Books and Bodies raiſe the level Ground. 

Here tuneful Waller on the Pavement 8 
And near him Quarles once more beheld the Day + :: 
Here Ariſto:le.flew, Deſcartes there: 

The Heroes met, and Joſtled in Mid: A... 
Numberleſs Books appear d this mighty Hour, 
Which ſcarce were ſeen, or ever known before. 


Romantick Weight did real Strength ſubd ue. 
Jokn Dunton too was ſeen, a wondrous r 1 
To Duſt retir d, re · viſiting the Bigbt : LY „ 
And tow ting, the Dead Author took his hag I 
5 4 Comedy printed for Bernard Lintot. | 
+. Deſcartes's Philoſophy is founded on contrary. Prin- | 
ciples to Ariſtotle's, . 
4.1 Danton 2orit Letters from himſelf, a as dead. | 
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Next him, from i its beloy 'd Receſsi is ton eee e 
An Engliſh Cbrvreau, dead as ſoon as born, . 
The Rights o ih Church alone unſhaken ſtood, _ 
And grinning, ſmibd at ſight of Prieſtiy Blood. 
A Keeble's Statutes, with unfriendly Weight 
Of crabbed Law, bruis'd Girot's empty 1 
When rough Alcippus felt a ſudden Sock 
Th' Arabian Takes his wounded Shoulder ſtruck s 2 7 
Indolent Sheets till now unus'd to ber 
The rough Fatigues and barbarous Rage ot Wen, f 
Supinely in ſoft Dreams you lull d the Fair}. . EH 
Some luckleſs Hand a freſh Eliza throws 4 
At Clotho's Head, and {mote him twixt the Browsz 
When, ſtrange Effect! the brawny Prieſt e 
To yawnand ſtretch; Lethargick Stiffveſeran \. 
Throꝰ all the Magazines of vital Heat; 
The Veins no more Life's quick ning Tak repeats / . 
The Sopors erous Rhymes benum d his Breaſt, 


And with ſtrong Opgaes fore d him do e 
Clelia wag d Ae War around, 


And bore 0 n many a Hero to the en, Tn 
*Twas by her aid alone Gorillion's Name BE or 
Reap'd glorious Laurels, and a deathleſs Fame, - 

* Ten times by her he ſignaliz d his Am ; ers 


FE OY 
And murd'rous Bruiſes dealt and mighty 2 Is 
But to ſtout Fabris Virtue all muſt feld „ in. 
Fabri the foremoſt Champion in the 3 EI 
Hatch's * a 1 e Brood, ow”. & 


No ax his Rokr bo Soul de bart'd, "Yee 
Andequally for all Events prepar d: 
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To fight or eat he never wou'd decline R 
Nor knew the Uſe of Water with his Wine. 1 
His ſingle Arm whole Squadrons overthrew; n 
He Guibert, Graſſes, and Grangutle em, 
Beau Garvaſe, and inſi pid Guerin too. 
And now the Prelate's vanquiſh'd Forces fly, 
'Renounce their Strength, and on their Speed rely. 5 
Fabri as faſt purſues the ſeatt ring Train, Fe 


: 


Wounds*em behind, and drives em © Ver the Plain. be 


So hayel ſcen a tim rous Flock of Sheep '' 5 7 
Affrighted run. and in their Hurdles ereep ; 
When ſome fierce Wolf, the Louis of che Wood, : 

Attempts the Fold, to fealt himſclt with Blood. 
Or when Pelides ſhook his thundring Spear 3 
On uni bus Plains, the Terror of the Mar; 
The llian Troops ſtruck with imperious Dread. 
| Behind their Rampixes in confuſion e. 42 1. 
— Wen thus; l nking Boirude, Brontin hte; , 

I fee, Illuſtrious S ron, in thy Look m_— 
Some Seeds of antient Prowels: Oh ay Tia? 5 
Let's to the laſt our righteous Cauſe defend. 2 
What ſhall one Canon over us prevail, $ 
And with bis ſingle Weight thus turn the Sale? 
Shall it be ſaid, one Warrior bore away 
The Glory of the Cope and this deciſive Day? 4 wn 
No; never let that e Hvious Babbler, Fame, 20 
Tarniſh the Luſtre of thy daunileſs Name. . jo 
'Come, and * behind my skreening Body and 
This Baſtion ſhall ſecute tliee from his Hand. | 

Here, at his Head fair Man. y's Works let «ys 
And may they prove as, killing as her e 
Boiruds recall'd his Spirits to his Aid, i 

Aa Aan e Force th Advice ade "i 
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By Brontin cover'd, takes delib rats Aim, 
And at the Warrior darts the miſſive _— 


The tender Auth'reſs ſoftens on his Crown, 1 
And guiltleſs of a Wound, fell feebly down. SOT... 

Ye Miſcreant Pair, ſaid Fabri, thus you lee 1 
My Front rebates your ſoft Artillery: 


Think ye, that I, Who like a Caſſle tand. 
Can fall, the Conqueſt of a Female Hand? 
Judge, if my Arm, with mean Exploits content, . 


Does on its Errand ſend an Innocent. F 

Lo! here! A Folio, ting'd with Floods of Gore, 

Shall crown the Carnage of this bloody Hour! 
With this, he Fox's Book of Martyrs choſe; 

Four ill-join'd Boards the Coverture compoſe , 

Burrow'd by Worms, and edg'd with Iron round; 

And with an old black Sheep- skin half-way bound: 


No ſilken Ties it had, but at each Haſp 


Hung by three Nails a Remnant of a Claſp. 
Firm as it ſtood upon the bending . 
No human Force could ſtir i it but himſelf. 3 
This Fabri ſeizʒ d, and brandiſhing on bigh 
A-tiptoe ſtands, and guides it by his Eyez 
Ther at the trembling Slaves, half-dead with Fear, 
Flings with both Hands the Thunderbolt of War. 
And home it went: With one diſaſtrous Wound 


Both Heroes fell, and meaſuring bit the Ground. 
Torn with the Nails, and pounded by the Wood, 


The Pavement ſwam with guſhing Streams of Week hs 
They churn'd the Duſt, and gnaſh'd their Teeth, and 
And down the Stair-cafe o'er each other roll'd. (howl'd, 
The Prelate ſaw their Fall with ghaſtful Eyes, 
And ſent᷑ to Heav'n a Scream that pierc'd Fi Skies, 
Struck back with Horror, and a ppall'd with Fear, 
He curſes in his Heart the God of War. e 1% 1 
With ſilent Indignation he retreats 


& 
- 1 * 


; n the ein, his Mind defeat. 


Then 


- 


* 8 WM A * ve; I ; 
= 37 7 RPE ; 3 £ 
. * — 5 F a 

_ 4 . * 2 3 ö * 0 

5 « 2 4 7 7 4 2 a 8 . . 
p I N 7 | 3 
L * ; ? a T R 1 N 
. . 1 Ls 
* A * „ 
0 


And what he owes to Rey'rence, pays to Fear. 


Thea rallying his loſt Spirits, makes a Stand, 

And from his Caffock draws his vengeful Hand, 

Yes, ſaid the mighty Chief, tho“ Armies fail, 

Theſe Bleſſing- giving Fingers ſhall prevall. 
Forward he moves, and upwards turns his Eyes, 

Then ftretch'd his Fingers forth in holy wiſe. 5 


Eneeling in Heaps, the Paſſengers receive, 
The Benedictions he prepares to give, 


Wich politick Deſign to turn the Rom 
Vpon his Foes, who durſt not ſtand him out. 
The zealous Vulgar force down all they meet, 


Nor will they ſuffer one to keep his Feet. 5 

Thy out-witted adyerſe Hoſt, confounded ſtare 1 
At this unthought-of Stratagem of War, [ 
And dread the Storm approaching from afar, , ) 

Vainly the trembling Chanrer ſeeks for Aid 8 


From his own Courage or his firm Briga 4 0 8 | | 
By both forſaken, hetoo now muſt fly, ; | E445 4471 
Or fall before lis haughty Enemy,” © be 1 


The conſternated Troops themſelves disband, 
Yet none eſcapes the ſwift-purſuing Hand, 
Driy*n on each others Backs, and ſpur'd by Fear; 
Still hangs the conquering Finger on their Rear. 
Ev'rard, in hopes to hide his threaten'd Head 
From holy Inſult, to a Corner fled. 


n 


The watchful Prelate ſaw his cloſe Retreat, | 
And ſtraight march'd up, his Conqueſt to compleat. 


Then turning to the Right, he wheel'd around, 
And bleis d the frighten'd Championto the Groun 
Thrice he erects his Rebel Head in vain, 
The lengthen d Finger forc'd him down again, 
Oblig'd to kneel, becauſe the Mob's ſo near; 


The Prelate to the Temple makes his way. 


| . | . . . ; i 
To uſte the Fruits of this viRorious Dar. The 
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The imploring Accents of her faithful few. 


Where with a holy Confidence, the Saint 


No human Paſſion ean o'er thee prevail; 
Nor aught. but Right, turn thy impartial Scale! Ys 


' Is't not enough that in deſpite of thee _ 
My Name's aſſum d Te vile * : 42's 
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CANTO ve. 9 © 


The Chanter and the 8 too return, 


And inly their defeated Project mourn 2 | SE | A 


Vanquiſh'd by pious Fraud, in Crouds they preſs'd 1 
han the throng'd Poon, once both maul'd and bleſs: 1 


Ss ! 
CANTO NL: 


HILE all things thus, to outward Vi ew, coneur 
To fan the Fir e, and | carry on the War . 
True Piety who long had lain conceal'd, 7 
And to the * Alps her exil'd Head reveal'd; 15 , 
Deep in her Defart hears the mournful Cries, „ 
Which from Tutetia's diſtant Walls ariſe. DN 
Up roſe th* Angelick Form, for well ſhe knew 


rr 


The heavenly Maid quits her divine Retreat; 
Faith leads the Way, with fafe unerring Feet; 
Gay Hope ſupports and hands her in the Courſe, 
While Charity attends her with the purſG. 
Tow'rds the Pariſian Gates her flight ſne bent, 


At Themis Feet prefers her juſt Complaint. 
Oh Virgin! thou who doſt my Shrines ſupport? : 
Scourge of the bad, and the good Man's Reſort! 


Shall I ne'er come to thy ſalubrious Arms, 
But thus, .in Tears and Sighs, to give Alarms? 
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That her rapacious Hand ſhall ſeize my Due, 
My Croziers, Mitres, and Tiara too: 

Muſt I behold my Heritage laid waſte, 
My Vineyards made a Prey to each wild Beaſt!. 


In ſtormy Times, and when my Reign was young, * 


My God: like Sons, with holy Ardor ſtung, 


Wou'd face a Tempeſt, and, prepar'd to die, 


The Thunder of a Tyragt's Rage defy:.. 
Soon as baptiz'd in Martyrdom expire, 
And from the Front run joyful tothe Fire. 


With my inſpiring Name their Souls were fll'd,: i. 


And only breath'd the Doctrines I inſtill'd. Sh 
To high Preferments call'd in Church or State, 1 
Time to my Rules, they ſeorn d the glittering Bait, >. 
Nor mounted the World's Stage but with Regret. 8 | 
Thoſe Hearts that did no Racks nor Tortures . 2 


Wouꝰd from a Mitres proffer d Honour run. 


Fearleſs of Pain, and Toil, and earthly Loſs, # 


s. a. 44 Af 


Thro' Tharns, and over Rocks they boxe the Croſs, . 


In vain did gaping Hell's Artillety play... . 


Preſſing to Heav'n they forc'd their glorious 2 


But when the Church her Altars had immur'd, 
With the cementing Blood of Saints ſecur'd ; - 


ben Chriſten d Kings had ſmooth'd her ſtormy race, 


A dangerous Calm ſucceeded in the Place! 
A flack JndifPrence ſtagnated the Flood, 


1 
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Deaden'd their Spirits, and benum'd their Blood 32 


The Ardor of. their burning Zeal decreas d; "A 


And lagging Faith their Load of Sins confeſs d. - 


The mortifying Monk, grown Debonair, 


Shook off the Aſhes, and.his Coat of Hair. 


The Prelate, by lntrigues prefer'd to Place, 
High living held to be ſufficient Grace; 


Eroeſe and Mitre, painted on his * 


Virtue enough to ſilencs all Reproach. 
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By pre- determining his Creatures Will, . 


E »Frock, 4 Monks Habit... 


CANTO VI. 6 
Humility. to ſtalking Pride gave way; 


And in the * Frock's foul Greaſe Ambition lay. 


Then Diſcord ſoon the Ties of Love unbound, 

And to my ſacred Cloyſters Entrance found: | 
There with my Wealth ſhe built her ſtrongeſt Forts, - 
Dragg'd all my Subjects to litigious Courts. 

In vain my bending Knees ber Steps prevent; 
Under my Banners mareh'd this Inſolent. 

Falſe Teachers next, in numerous Crouds ariſe, 

To fill the Meaſure of my Miſeries. 


Then dangerous Hereſies began their Reign, 


And execrable Maxims craa d the brain. 
That tis enough to dread the Pow'r abox s, 
And ſervile Fear's preſer d to Filial Love, 
That God neceſſitates the doing Ill, 
That Reaſon is the only Sovereign Queen, F 
And Faith no Evidence of Things not ſeen. 
Church-Champions me with formal Lips ae els, 


And at my Feet for Abſolution preis: 


Pure to the outward Eye, but foul within, 
Place all their Virtue in confeſſing Sin. 

Chas'd by theſe trait'rous black Attempts, I fled, 
Propitious Heaven my exil*'d Progreſs led. 


Jo ſeek a calm Retreat, a Halcyon Cell, 


Where deadly Colds and freezing Vapours dwell: SY; 
Thoſe Hills with everlaſting Ice confin'd, vo 
Where Winter never yet to Spring reſign d. 0 


Ev'nthere the News of my. Misfortunes flew . 


My Fears return'd, and old Wounds bledane wc. 


This Day too faithfully a Voice I heard, 


Fraught with diſaſtrous News L little tear dd. 
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= That Temple, wherea King of * Holy dee 8 Onan 
= Devoted all his Toils, and Fruits of Fame, And fo 
if Whoſe pompou: Form, and Wealth immenſe reveal” _ 
| 4 The flowing Grandeur of the Founder's Zea! ] Let ne 
8 Lo / now with Lux'ry fill'd, and foul Debate! J Midſt 
| | 2 | Boundleſs their Pride, implacable their Hates. Thy N 
= - Honour and Duty, empty Sounds, arefled; 1 Yes; 
Y While Tyranny erects her Hydra-Head, To er 
„ wilt thou, Siſter, with indiff'rent Eyes | Thou 
©;  Beholdtheir Malice, and my Cauſe deſpiſe?  _ The 8 
= And ſhall this Temple, to my Glory rais'd, | Lo! 1 
l Where thronging Vor ries once. ador'd and prais d; Whet 
: . Shall itbe fill'd with ſacrilegious War? Ther 
TFor Cembatants the ſhametul Theatre ? Mee: | My hi 
Ohno! at length let thy ſwoln Vengeance burſt. | For m 
1 Impunity toggong their Crimes has nurs*d. e 
_ ' Ariſe then, Themis, ſhake thy flaming Rod; Ariſt. 
Abſolve the Hea uns, and vindicate aGod! - I By H 
Thus to her Siſter ſpoke the plaintive Dame; _ 1. Tort 
42 Grace kindling in her Eyes /Ethereal Flame. N e Now 
= Themis aſſures anundeter'd Redreſsz $3 The! 
1 With cordial Speech thus chearing her Dire I From 
| Dear holy Siſter, thou whoſe Ears and Eyes . Fair" 
Were never ſhut to others Miſeries; | Retu 
uc ſtill with thy officious belpful Hands, | ._. | 
= Haſtwip'daway their Tears, and loos d their Bands | - Butt 
_ . Why doſt chou forrowtbus without Relief, ve Labu 
| And give thy heav'nly Charms a Prey to Grief? - Prey 
: Swell not thoſe beauteous Eyes with cauſleſs Tears, Bu 
Nor entertain anticipating Fears. Io 
| What if thy lukewarm Subjects Ardor cools,. 3h Arif 
Warp'd by a proſp'rous Sunſhine from thy Rules? Tw. 
No | ; 5 | NEE: And 
5 . N Sa. 
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CANTO VI 
Onan eternal Rock thy Church is built, 
And fortify'd with Blood of Martyrs ſpilt. 
Tho® Hell its firm Foundations ſhould _ 
Yet never ſhall the Gates of Hell prevail. 
Midſt all the Show?rs of perſecuting Darts, IC 
Thy Name ſtill cheriſti'd lives in faithful Heart, Shen 
Yes; in this very Place, now up in Arms 
To cruſh chee, and diſhonour all thy Charms, 
Thou ſhalt return; their fierce Debates ſhall cant. 5 
The Storm be huſh'd, and all compos'd to Peace. n x 
Lo! yon vaſt Dome, by Mortals much rever d, . 
Where ſuppliant Clients at all Hours are heardʒ 
There ſits a matchleſs Man, and bears in State 
My honourable Purple's pompous Weight: fo 
For me, his valuable Health impairs | _ 
Nor does the bring Sun ſee half his Cares: 2 „ 
Ariſtus he 1 
By Heav'n and Heav'n's Vicegevent july choler . 
To rule my Ballanee, and diſpenſe my Laws. 

Now on my Throne, by him confirm'd, Iſee 
The Bench redeem'd, and reſcu'd Bar ſet free 1 Be 
From hoſtile Arts of howling Chicanry. 5 
Fair Truth, invited by his friendly aid = 
Returns aſſur d, and lifts her chearful Head,, © .. M8 
Atfoul Impoſture's Name ſhe ſhakes no moreg.. 
But triumphs o'erthe Fiend ſhefear'd before: fo e 
Inhuman Guardians now no longer dare 5 = 
Prey on the Orphan, anddeyour theirCare:./ - {i = 


But wherefore do Ivainly thus aſpire ot 8 RH 
To paint the Manthouknow'ſt, and all admire? M 
Arxiſtus is thy Work, his Image thine, ro = 
"Twas thou that form'd him, like thy ſelf, dune! = 
And brooding o. er the Infant's tender Shell, r . = 
Gave him in ſpotleſs Merit to excel!!! 9 
Thy Leſſons with the early Milk imbib'd, 3k: FRE * 


Are 6 noblyin kionervous * e 
: | , 5 55 1 1 


_ With cruel Feuds my Altars they profane, 


er Preſident; 1 Lau and Equity 400, ©} 5 hs 
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mis soul chus fir'd with thy Celeſtial Flame, She 
Ne'er made one baſe degen rate Step to Shame, 4.4. [| Awhi 
His hardy Zeal, for uſeful Action made, © All co 
"  Ne'erruſted in thedark Monaſtick Shade: © © He oy 
Haſte, Siſter,” and the God- like Man addreſs n An 
His opening Gates thy Prefence will confeſs.” Cony 
All know thee there; for all thy Laws obſ erve, | But 
Andimitate the pious Man they ſerve.” bet Aid m 
One Glance from thee will pierce PONY Unheq 
Which Love, nor Fear, nor Hatred can controul. . | "How 
Thy AſpeR's ſilent Rhetorich ſhall gain _ What 
What Earth-born Eloquence may ask in vain. „ 


Thus Themis ſpoke. Her Siſter's raviſh'd Ears 
Bleſt the ſweet Muſiek that allay*d her Fears; 
Then wing'd with Joy, ſhe to Ariftus flies, 

And obvious. ta his intellectual Eyes, 

The Goddeſs thus beſpoke her faithful Friend: 

In vain thy Courage and thy Zeaſcontend 
Tojuſtify my Cauſe, and Rights defend; 

If impiousDiſcord * at thy Doors preſume + 

Thus to inſult me, and my Throne aſſume. | 

Within thoſe Walls, once holy and renown'd, 
(Strangers to ev'ry inharmonious Sound) 

Poiſon'd by Diſcord's ſtimulating Rage, | | 
Two mighty. Pow rs in adverſe Arms engage: 8 Stil 


While Piety exalts her Voice in vainn. ot 
Thou then, to whom th' Oppreſs'd for Aid a ane TH” Her | 


Do thou their ſhayp religious Ulcers heal. 


Save me from ſplitting on theſe dangerous 8 ih . And 


Save chem. {rin fave them from themſelves i 80 
FE ; 2 | Aud! 
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0 The Chapel was near My. bg s Palate. © 
Mr. Lamoignon (tbe Ariſtus of Boileau J was . 
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She 3 the Hero hawks; 1001 3 in Ae? 
Arwhill he lay in Extaſy of Pray'r: $54 
All cover do er with Flames divinely bright, h 
He own'd the lovely Virgin's heawvny Light; + 115 
And now recover 'd from the dazling Views: 45 
Convenes the Prelate and the Chanter too: 
But, Oh my Muſe! in this ſublimer Part 
Aid my taint Spirit, and inſpire my Art! 7 
Uhequal I, to ſing the Man, or tell N 5 
How by his mighty Art fierce Diſcord fell. 
What Goalie Cares, andrhat Herculean Toillss 
He paſs'd, ta reconcile the Church's Broils. | 
Thou rather Who the mighty Cure apply d. 


And broke their ſtubborn Sacerdoral Pride, 


Inform the liſt' ning Age what wond'rous Skill 
Supply 'd the Chanter's Heart, and cool d his Zeal. 


Thou know'ſt, by what prevailing Counſel wrought,... 1 


With his own Hands th invidious Des he brought * 
And how the Prelate, pleas'd with his Devoir, 
Soon ſent it back, and baniſh'd it the Choir. 


; Te Speak thou theſe Miracles; I've done my Part, 


And ſpun out eigbteen hundred Lines by Art. 
Nor let the Man's Attempt be raſnly damn'd, 
| Who from a ſimple Deska-fecand lliad ard. 
Still burns the Muſe to ſpeak the Hero's Praiſe. 109 OR 
And with thy Name immortalize her Lays:*. | i "1k i; 


But when ſhe meaſuresthetranſcendehr Height, $41 


Her 2 Wings decline the dangerousFlight, 23994 i 
rembling Sounds aredaſh'd upon her dee, 
And Admiration interdicts her Song. 
So in the famous Hall where Themis ſways,. 


And re - inthron d by thee exerts her Rays; 

A Touth, who fain wou'd to the Bar proceed, 

And from a Hearing - Counſel call'd to plead: | 

Arlength, ſurrounded with black Gowns and Fears, 

* e . * Bar ren 1 
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Thy awful preſene thur afe,. 137 92 
* diſarray s bis pu + 170 9 oo | 
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